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John  Puddicombe 

BIONIC  CHICKEN 

Th»  scene  opens  on  the  interior  of  a  government  limousine  containing  the  head 
administrator  of  a  project  that  concerns  itself  with  building  mechanical  junk  into 
people.  The  car  is  speeding  down  a  lonely  country  road.  The  administrator  is  busv 
with  -aperworJc. 

Chauffeur:   "We'll  be  there  in  five  minutes ,  Mr.  Jones." 

Jones:   "Hm,  ah,  what?1',  looking  up  from  his  papers. 

Chauffeur:  "I  said  we'll  be  there  in  five  minutes." 

Jones  j   Oh .  ''■ 

The  car  approaches  a  flock  of  chickens  at  the  side  of  the  road.  Suddenly 
one  of  them  bolts  out  af  the  flock  into  the  road.  The  car  strikes  it  and  it  falls 
limp  into  the  road. 

Jones;  Again  looking  up,  "What  was  that?'1 

Chauffeur:   ;What  was  what,  sir?" 

Jones.   'That.  ah.  noise,  ah,  y'know?" 

Chauffeur-   "We  hit  a  chicken,  sir>  that's  all." 

Jones:   ,:0h."  He  goes  back  to  work.  An  idea  ccr.es  over  him  and  he  looks  up.   'Ah, 
could  we;  ah,  go  back  and,  ah,  see  if  it's  dead?" 

Chauffeur*   "Sea  if  it's  dead,  sir?" 

Jones :  "Please . " 

They  turn  around  and  drive  back  to  the  chicken.  It  is  mortally  wounded  but 
still  alive.  Jones  has  the  chauffeur  get  out  and  get  it.  They  drive  to  the  secret 
institution-  the  chicken  is  carried  into  an  operating  room  and  laid  on  a  table; 
the  theme  music  blares  and  words  begin  to  appear  on  the  screen. 

BIONIC  CHICKEN 

The  doctors  are  seen  operating  on  chicken  installing  parts. 

/isual  signs  flashed  on  screen: 

TWO  LEGS 
ONE  WING 
ONE  EYE 
OTHER  STUFF 
COST:   CLASSIFIED 

Narrative:  'We  can  rebuild  him,  make  him  faster,  stronger,  tougher." 

The  chicken  is  seen  smashing  through  walls,  outrunning  racehorses,  flying  with 
its  bionic  wing  (rathor  crookedly) ,  and  cornering  fifty  hens  in  a  henhouse  and 
l<bck  i  n<7  th.Q   door . 

BIONIC  CHICKEN 

Narrative:  Bionic  Chicken  i3   brought  to  you  by:  Break  for  Stouffer's  commercial  - 
T.V.  Dinner  Fried  Chicken. 

Return  to  show. 

Films  of  the  bionic  chicken  in  action  are  being  shown  in  a  darkened  room.  A 
fat  msn  is  watching  the  flicks  along  with  Jones.  This  man  is  important  person 
from  Washington. 

Fat  Man:  "Amazing,  truly  amazing." 

Jontes;      "What  can't  be  shown  on  film  is  the  increased  brain  power  of  the  subject.' 

Fat  Han;      "You  have  made  the  chicken  smarter?" 

Jones:        Due  to  a  high -protein  diet  and  computer  implants  we  have  made  him  a  c^"'"* 

(ONE) 


They  rise  and  walk  down  a  corridor  to  a  laboratory  where  the  chicken  resides. 

Jones:   ; The  main  problem  we  have  now  is  to  decide  how  to  best  use  the  subject  in 
the  national  interest." 

Pat  Man:  "It  does  show  great  potential,  possibly  in  the  area  of  foreign  prooien-js." 
The"  exchange  knowing  looks.   "But  first  we  have  to  be  sure  of  its  Capabili- 
ties . " 

Joneb;   "We  have  been  working  on  a  test  situation  in  conjunction  with  the  Depart- 
wicjnt  of  Agriculture." 

Fat  Mas*.  "The  Department  of  Agriculture?" 

Jones:   "We'll  outline  that  in  detail  at  the  conference  later.  Would  you  like  to 
ovscrve  the  subject?" 

Pat  Man:  "The  chicken." 

Jones:   "Ah,  yes." 

They  walk  to  a  large  plate  glass  window  which  separates  them  from  a  room 
where  the  bionic  chicken  is  working  out  with  five  black  belts.     The  chicken  meets 
all  the  karate  masters'   punches  and  kicks  with  bionic  blocks  which  stop  them  cold. 

Jones:      "The  subject  is  excellent  at  hand  to  ha.    .    .   ah,  hm,  inter-person.    .    .well, 
I  mean  we  won't  have  to  worry  about  the  chicken  getting  mugged." 

Fat  Man:   "So  I  see." 

The  karate  practice  ends  and  a  long  table  is  brought  into  the  room.     Five  chess 
grand-masters  sit  down  behind  one  side  while  the  bionic  chicken  hops  up  ont^  the 
table.     Aides  bring  in  five  chess  boards  and  set  them  down,   one  in  front  of  each 
of  the  grand-masters.     Pieces  are  set  up  and  the  games  begin.     The  bionic  chicken 
pauses  only  briefly  before  each  move ,  but  the  grand-masters  must  ponder  their 
moves   for  long  moments.     One  by  one  the  masters  are  mated  until  all  that  remains 
is  one. 

Fat  Man:     "Isn't  that  Fisher?" 

Jones:     "Yes,  we,  ah,  told  him  we  had  a  chicken  we  thought  could  beat  him.     He 
couldn't  resist  the  challenge." 

The  camera  jump-cuts  from  the  face  of  Bobby  Fisher  to  that  of  the  bionic 
chicken;   tension  is  evident  in  each.     Fisher  touches  a  pawn,   then  quickly  switches 
to  a  knight.     He  calls  check.     The  bionic  chicken  looks  somewhat  ruffled  by  it. 

Fat  Man:     "I'd  say  the  bionic  chicken  looks  somewhat  ruffled  by  that." 

Jones :     "Hm. " 

Tha  chicken  slowly  picks  up  a  bishop  in  its  beak  and  moves  it  to  take  the 
knight-  There  are  gasps  and  sighs  from  those  watching. 

Fat  Man:   "Gasp!" 

Spassky:  "Sigh." 

Jones:     "Ah,  that's  not  too,  ah,  hm,  the,   ah,  chicken  might  lose,  hm?" 

Fisher  deftly  moves  his  queen  across  the  board. 

Fisher:      "Mate." 

T^e  bionic  chicken  sits  quietly  for  a  noment,  realizing  his  defeat.  His 
neck  feathers  rise  and  he  speaks.  .  . 

Bionic  Chicken:   "Squawk!" 

Following  this  angry  cry,  he  grabs  Bobby  Fisher  and  throws  him  over  hi*  head 
against  the  wall.     The  other  grand-masters  flee  the  room. 

Fat  Man:     "He's  gone  berserk  I" 

Jones:      "No,  don't  panic,  he,  ah,  kind  of  gets  irate  when  he  doesn't  get  his  way. 
He'll  apologize  "hen  he  calms  down." 


Fat  Man:      "Apologize?" 

Jones:      "He'll  type  it  out." 

Fat  Man:      "Oh." 

Aides  in  white  coats  bring  several  hens  into  the  room  for  the  chicken  lo  take 
out  hxs  bionic  passion  on. 

Fat  i-»an:      "So  we  can  sit  down  and  communicate  with  him?" 

Jonen:       certainly,  but  not  right  now,   ah,   it's  wiser  not;  to  face  an  aroused  cook.' 

Fat  .Man:      "Oh."     He  watches  the  bionic  chicken  for  a  moment;  his  face  is  tinged 
with  respect.      "Amazing." 

Break  for  commercial:     Campbell's  Chicken  Noodle  Soup 

Stove top  Stuffing 

Return  to  show. 

The  scene  is  a  conference  room  containing  Jones,  the  fat  man,   and  several 
ether  government  officials. 

Jones-,      "Gentlemen,   the  purpose  of  this  operation  will  be  twofold.     One,  we  wish 
to  test  the  ability  of  the  bionic  chicken  to  function  under  non- con trolled 
conditions  so  that  we  may  plan  future  operations.     Two,  we  will  complete  an 
investigation  that  inspectors  for  the  Department  of  Agriculture  have  had  diffi- 
culty with;   that  is,   the  discovery  of  the  secret  processes  used  in  the 
slaughter  and  preparation  of  Kentucky  ^ried  Chicken." 

A  general  representing  the  Joint  Chiefs  of  Staff  snorts   and  speaks. 

General-      "And  to  see  if  we  got  screwed  blowing  all  that  money  for  a  mechanical 
bird." 

Jones:     Coughs.      "Ah,  yes,   that,  too.  General." 

Fat  Man:      "As  to  that  incident  we  witnessed  at  the  chess  match;  how  do  we  know  the 
chicken  is  safe?" 

Jones:      'Roosters  are  somewhat  violent  by  nature  but  now  that  we  have  him  programmer' 
to  act  as  we  wish  the  subject  will  only  become  violent  when  he  is  unable  to 
achieve  our  aims." 

A  humorless-looking  man  from  the  Department  of  Agriculture  asks   .    .    . 

Ag.   Rep.V     "Just  how  do  you  intend  to  infiltrate  and  how  will  the  chicken  report 
its  findings  to  us?" 

Jones:      !'The  bionic  chicken  is  at  this  moment  being,  flown  to  an*  airport  near 

Louisville.     From  there  he  will  infiltrate  the  KFC  fowl -raising  facilities 
and  discover  the  secret  of  the  herb?.   a:id  spices.     He  can  make  contact  with 
us  whenever  he  wishes  simply  by  activating  his  bionic  eye.     Whatever  he  sees 
will  then  be  transmitted  to  us.     In  fact,  he  is  transmitting  at  the  moment." 

Jones  switches  off  the  light  and  turns  on  a  television  screen,  using  controls 
mounted  on  the  table.     The  picture  screen  fills  with  a  view  of  the  inside  of  the 
first  class  compartment  of  a  Boeing  747. 

General:      "What  the  hell?!      That's   a  commercial   flight!" 

Fat  Man;      "New  government  policy,   General,   trying  to  cut  costs  and  all,  set  an 
exangple,  you  know?" 

General:      "For  a  chicken?     Shit!     What  kind  of  example  is  that?" 

He  gestures  toward  the  television  screen.     The  picture  is  a  very  close-up  shot 
of  the  thighs  of  a  stewardess  in  a  miniskirt.     They  all  quiet  down  and  gaze  at 
the  screen. 

Ag.   Rep.:      "You  look  at  the  world  from  a  whole  new  angle  when  you're  only  a  feci 
tali." 

Jones:      "Ah,   quite." 
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The  plane  lands.     When  the  door  opens  the  chicken  is  the  first  one  out.     He 
runs  at  near  bionic  speed  through  the  airport,  heading  for  the  exit.     Suddenly 
he  trips  and  falls.     As  he  stands  up,  the  bionic  chicken  decides  that  he  should 
have  passed  his  last  martini.     He  continues  to  run  but  at  a  more  sedate  pace.     Once 
he  cets  outdoors  he  really  takes  off,  and  in  only  a  few  minutes  he  is  standing 
on  a  hill  overlooking  the  KPC  compound.     Armed  guards  patrol  the  barbed  wire-:  . 
enclosed  compound.     The  hill  on  which  the  bionic  chicken  stands  is  full  of  coal 
but  the  mine  is  deserted.     KFC  had  purchased  all  the  land  around  their  location 
in     order  to  aid  security.     Before  the  bionic  chicken  are  two  coal  slides  th^t 
run  down  the  side  of  the  hill.     He  decides  that  it  would  be  wiser  to  descer.d  in 
the  slide  instead  of  flying;  besides,  having  only  one  bionic  wing  made  hi?  iliqh.'. 
rather  erratic.     Looking  down  the  first  slide  he  finds  that  it  had  rotted  and  much 
of  it  had  collapsed.     The  chicken  crosses  the  gravel  drive  and  walks  toward  the 
other  structure,  hoping  that  it  is  in  better  condition. 

Pat  Maii:     Speaking  quietly  to  Jones.      "Why  did  the  chicken  cross  that  road?"' 

Jones:      "To  get  to  the  other  slide." 

The  General  and  the  Ag.   Rep.,  who  are  seated  on  each  side  a£  Jones     and  t4\e 
Fat  Man;  turn  and  look  at  the  latter  two  with  cold  expressions,   then  shake  their 
heads.     The  television  screen  goes  blank  as  the  bionic  bird  shuts  off  its  eye  to 
save  power. 

Jones:      "That  is  all  for  now,  gentletnen,     X  shall  keep  yon  informed." 

The  others  rise  to  leave.     They  speak  to  each  otter  as  they  walk  out. 

Ag.   Rep.:     "I  hope  this  operation  doesn't  lay  an  egg.1 

General:     Laughs.      "I  just  hope  that  bird's  got  some  gutc." 

The  door  closes,  leaving  Jone3  alone.     He  realizes  his  career  depends  upua   . 
the  bird's  success.     For  the  first  time,  he  shows  some  emotion  as  he  strokes  the 
top  of  the  television  screen.      "Be  brave,  my  little  chicken."     He  regains  his 
composure  and  walks  from  the  room. 

The  bionic  chicken  slides  to  a  halt,  slipping  into  cover  in  order  to  study 
the  compound.     Guard  dogs  patrol  inside  the  fence  and  armed  guards  stand  watch 
outside.     This  is  no  barrier  for  the  mighty  fowl.     He  waits  for  the  guard  to  walk 
by,  runs  to  the  fence,  picks  it  up,  and  has  no  trouble  sneaking  into  one  of  the 
compound's  coops.     He  shuts  the  small  door  behind  him  and  looks  around.     The  fowl 
are   all  sleeping?   none  of   chem  had  noticed  his  entrance.      Since  it  had  been  a  long 
*jLme  since   the  bionic  chicken  had  slept  among  his  kind,  he  suddenly  feels  vary 
relajeori  ru-d  sits  down  with  them.     In  a  moment  he  is  asleep. 

Break   for  cx>iuMe*>rJ.al i      Arthur  Treacher's  Fish  and  Chips    (It  insists  that  you  know 

u-.-v  th«y  have  chicken,    too.) 

Return  to  show. 

The  Lionic  chicken  opens  his  eyes.     All  around  him  are   curious   cocks    and  hens. 
A  large,  dominant-looking  cock  approaches  him. 

Cock  #1:      "Hey,   runt,  where  you  come  from?" 

The  bionic  chicken  was  never  very  dominant  before  he  was  operated  on   and  does 
not  feel  overly  dominant  now.     This  is  the  first  time  he  has  faced  a  bigger  cock. 

Bionic  Chicken:     "I  snuck  in  last  night,  sir." 

Cock  #2:      "Snuck  in?     Shit,   runt,  you  lie." 

Cock  #1;      "Fo'   sure,   ain't  no  chicken  fool  enough  to  be  sneakina  in  if  he  was  free." 

Cock  #2:      "They  throw  you  in  here  at  night,   runt?" 

Cock  #1:      "Yeah,  where  you  from?" 

Bionic  Chicken:      Gaining  confidence.      "I   came  here  to  see  what  happens." 

An  amused  cackle  runs  through  the  crowd  of  fowl. 

Cock  #1:      "What  happens^ ,    runt,   is  you  get  cleaned!" 


The  rooster  jumps  at  him  and  flaps  his  wincrs,  making  a  warning  noise.  The 
bionic  chicken's  reflexes  make  him  jump  backwards.  The  flock  cackles  again  as 
the  bionic  chicken  has  been,  made  to  lock  foolish  and  scared. 

Cock  #1:   "Runt,  ya'll  ain't  nothin1  but  a  hen." 

Cock  #2:   "I  seen  braver  hens,  fo1  sure." 

The  second  cock  moves  to  take  a  peck  at  the  bionic  chicken  but  he  stands  firm 
and  knocks  the  cock  out  cold.  The  flock  is  surprised  ntr  first-  ,  then  begins  tc 
chatter. 

Her. fcl:   "You  See  dat?" 

Hen  #2:  ."He  a  bad  cock  I" 

Cock  #3:  "What  Rex  gonna  dc?" 

Hen  #3:   "Yeah,  what  Hex  gonna  do?" 

Rex,  the  number  one  cook  of  the  ov.v,  £<?<-•! s,  -that  all  lv=*  c*sn.   do  is  figi*1- 
Since  the  bionic  chicken  had  already  t-.rikeu  the  nuu^oi"  t*?o  s^ot. .  he  was  a  threat 
to  be  met. 

Cock  #1:   "Dat  was  lucky,  runt.  Ya'll  ain't  gonna  be-  so  lucky  wit  -me." 

Rex  begins  to  circle  his  adversary. 
Hen  #2:   "Look  out,  nowl" 
Hen  #1:   "Rex  go in'  for  it." 

Rex  attacks,  the  scene  is  filred  in  slow  motion,  showing  Rax's  feet  flying 
for  the  bionic  chicken's  body  and  his  beak  pecking  at  eyes.  The  bionic  chicken's 
leg  shoots  out,  grabs  Rex,  and  throws  him  on  the  floor.  Rex  makes  one  last  deter- 
mined charge  and  is  laid  back  by  a  bionic  wing.  Loose  feathers  fall  to  the  ground 
durino.  a  short  silence,  then  the  hens  begin  to  gather  around  the  bionic  victor. 

Hen  #1:  "Dat  was  a  short  show,  bafyV' 

Hen  #2:  "You  our  main  cock  round  here  now." 

Hen  #3:   "If  you  is  as  bad  at  lovii'  as  you  is  at  f ightin' ,  we  goin'  have  some 
time  makin '  eggs I " 

The  bionic  chicken  looks  aroun<  him  at  the  admiring  females .  He  feels  sensa- 
tions of  power  he  has  never  known  iefore,  then  throws  back  his  head  in  a  cackling 
laugh  before  taking  on  the  first  o:  the  hens. 

The  camera  shows  the  passing  ot  the  days  as  the  bionic  chicken  explores  the 
compound  observing  the  KFC  operati;is.  He  also  notices  that  there  is  a  constant 
introduction  of  young  chickens  intc  the  coop  and  that  older  ones  constantly  dis- 
appear. All  he  needed  was  one  bite  of  the  food  to  analyse  the  composition  of  the 
diet.   It  was  made  up  of  grease,  juet,  corn,  and  grain  alcohol,  which  combine  to 
give  KFC  its  unique  flavor.  It  a.so  caused  the  chickens  to  become  alcoholics. 

One  day  the  bionic  chicken's  favorite  hen  (whose  name  was  Magdaline)  came 
over  to  him  while  he  was  eating  and  getting  drunk. 

Maggie:   ''Hey,  cock,  what  we  bro.ds  supposed  to  call  you?" 

Bionic  Chicken:   "I'm  the  bionic  chicken." 

iMaggie:   "Byron  Nik?  How  'bout  E/ron?" 

Bionic  Chicken:   "All  right,  call  iie  Byron." 

And  so  he  took  the  name  of  Byrn.  He  has  many  good  times  with  Maggie,  leavinc 
more  and  more  hens  to  the  other  codes  in  order  to  concentrate  on  her.  Soon  he  c 
find  no  more  to  report  to  headquarters  on  the  KFC  system.  All  that  remains  is  to 
get  an  inside  look  at  the  batter-making  building.  He  formulates  a  plan  to  break 
in  and  gives  orders  in  the  coop  one  night. 

Byron:   "So  at  midnight  I'll  break  oper.  the  locked  door  of  the  coop  and  all  of  v.* 
will  run  out,  screaming  at  the  top  of  our  lungs.  That  will  create  enough  of 
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a  diversion  for  me  to  slip  away  and  break  into  the  batter  house.  Any  questions?' 

The  flock  just  looks  at  him  in  silence.  Finally  the  vanquished  Rex  speaks. 

Rex:   "You  know  'bout  them  dogs  at  night?  What  'bout  them?" 

Byron:   "I'll  take  care  of  the  dogs.  You  just  do  as  you're  told." 

Rex   "Cock,  if  some  kind  a  hassle  comes  out  of  this  coop,  they'll  take  all  cf  us 
through  the  black  door  tomorrow  and  that's  it." 

Tho  Irlc-ck  door  was  a  place  that  the  groups  of  older  chickens  were  healed  into. 
Sometitros  they  just  got  a  shower;  other  times  they  never  came  back  out. 

Cock  #2;  Cautiously.  "Yeah,  Byron,  ah,  y'all  gonna  protect  us  from  the  men  as 
well  as  the  dogs?" 

Byron  did  not  know  what  to  say.  To  attack  just  humans  would  blow  his  cover 
completely.  Still,  the  mere  he  thought  nbout  humans  and  his  servitude  to  them,  the 
more  hG  wanted  just  to  attack.  Unable  to  answer  the  questions  of  the  flock,  he 
walks  to  a  quiet  corner  and  goes  to  sleep.  In  his  dreams  he  is  back  at  his  karate 
lessons,  outfighting  each  instructor  in  his  turn.  Morning  comes  too  soon.  Byron 
is  one  of  the  first  out  of  the  coop.  He  spends  the  morning  gazing  at  the  entrance 
to  the  batter  house.  Finally  it  becomes  too  difficult  to  wait.  Byron  sneaks  up  to 
the  deer,  pounces  on  tin  doorknob,  and  finds  that  the  building  is  not  locked.  He 
walks  inside  and  activates  his  bionic  eye.  For  the  next  few  hours  he  pokes  around, 
transmitting  the  secret  combination  of  herbs  and  spices.  The  camera  shows  only  a 
few  moments  of  selected  scenes.  Filled  with  the  feeling  of  success,  Byron  leaves 
the  batter  house,  still,  unseen,  and  returns  to  the  coop. 

Byron ?  Wanting  to  brag.   "Whore's  Rex?" 

H^n  #3-.   "Rex  gone." 

Byron:   "Gone?" 

Hen  #4:   "Through  da  b.ack  door.  Lots  of  the  older  ones  gone." 

Byron  looks  around  Many  familiar  faces  are  absent, 

Byron:  Scared.   "Where';  Maggie?" 

Her.  #3:  "She  one  of  the  .irsfc  to  be  took.  They  just  herd  'em  in." 

Byron's  eyes  widen,  h.s  jaw  sets,  he  runs  from  the  chicken  coop  to  the  black 
door  which  he  tears  from  it?  hinges.  He  charges  inside  the  building  to  a  second 
door.  His  leg  snaps  it  in  ialf .  Before  him  are  men  and  machines  involved  with 
killing  and  cleaning  chickeis.  The  stripped  body  of  Rex  is  being  fed  into  the 
machine.  Maggie  is  already  lone.  All  that  remains  is  a  few  cf  her  feathers  on  the 
floor.  Byron's  breath  comes  in  short  gasps. 

Byron:  "Gasp!  Gasp!  Gasp!*' 

He  is  about  to  attack  wten  he  notices  a  special  inspection  party  coming  to- 
ward him.  All  the  men  wear  cirk  suits  except  for  one  who  wears  a  white  suit  to 
match  his  hair  and  beard.  Ci>se~up  shot  of  white-haired  man  and  then  of  Dyron. 

Break  for  commercial:  Shake  V  Bake. 

Return  to  show. 

Man  in  dark  suit:  "Well,  Coloml  Sanders,  as  you  can  see,  we  are  following  your 
recipe  and  process  down  to  -.he  last  detail." 

Sanders:   "Yes,  but  I  .  .  ." 

By::on:   "Hi — yahhhh,  cluck,  cackle!" 

Byron  attacks,  his  powerful  legs  av3  bionic  wing  shattering  the  bones  of  thes- 
men  before  him.  He  grabs  Colonel  Sandeis  with  his  beak  and  flies  out  the  aoor. 
After  throwing  the  man  down  in  the  dirt,  he  finishes  bionically  devastating  the 
installation's  fences,  guards,  and  dogs.  Byron  leads  the  flock  of  chickens,  thou- 
sands strong,  into  the  Kentucky  hills,  fran  where  they  may  perform  guerilla  tac- 
tics against  humans.  They  take  along  a  typewriter,  Colonel  Sanders,  and  a  ha.td 
gi~wv».  That  night  Byron  declares  that  Aey  will  have  an  orgy  in  honor  of  Maggie, 
and  the  rebel  camp   turns  into  a  fowl  bait. 


NEWSFLASH 

At  4:12  today  a  Kentucky  Fried  Chicken 
processing  plant  outside  of  Louisville, 
Kentucky,  was  seized  by  rebellious  chickens. 
Colonel  liar  Ian  Sanders  has  been  taken 
priaon^r.   No  demands  have  yet  been  re-  ' 
ceived. 

Chess  charruji-on.  ,-ia-Li.M,  -hicken 

revolt  is  government's  fault.  De-u.  ^ls 
at  10:00. 

The  next  day  Byron  typed  up  a  list  of  demands  tha  t  included  the  i=»nediat_ 
emancipation  of  all  fowl.  He  threatened  to  fry  Colonel  Sanders  if  his  demands  were 
no  met. 

But  as. Byron  soon  realized,  the  chicken  slaughter  business  was  bigger  thai*  a^v 
one  nan  or  company.   He  released  Colonel  Sanders  but  did  allow  the  hens  to  qive 
him  a  pecking  as  he  stumbled  away.  After  instructing  the  flock  to  k&ep  to  guerilla 
actions  such  as  downing  telephone  lines,  felling  trees  onto  roads,  and  flying  into 
the  engines  of  ascending  jet  airplanes,  he  went  off  to  organize  more  units.   He 
moved  northeast,  raiding  chicken  farms  in  Cleveland,  Pittsburgh,  and  Buffalo.  Ever> 
where  he  went,  his  speeches  roused  the  fowl  and  made  them  brave. 

In  Cleveland; 

Byron;   :'7e  must  steel  ourselves  to  the  cm»IIQnge  and  blast  our  enemies  to  the 
eternal  furnaces." 

In  Buffalo: 

Byron.-   "Some  are  born  cocks,  holding  their  heads  high  and  defiant,  while  others, 
peck  in  the  dust.  The  conflict  will  surely  separate  the  cocks  from  the 
peckers. " 

Due  to  the  fact  that  the  chickens  had  no  weapons  and  could  not  defeat  men  in 
unarmed  combat  without  overwhelming  odds,  many  of  their  attacks  were  of  a  suicidal 
nature.   Byron  learned  how  to  make  fire-bombs  which  were  then  tied  to  a  kamikaze 
rooster.   The  rooster  would  then  charge  into  a  restaurant  that  served  chicken, 
setting  it  afire.   The  tactic  began  to  work.   All  over  the  country  fried  chicken 
places  closed  or  changed  their  menus.   Byron  wrote  letters  to  the  newspapers  to 
fight  a  psychological  battle  with  humans.   Byron's  letters  asked 

Byron:   'How  would  you  feel  if  we  ate  bacon  and  fetus  for  breakfast?" 

Everything  was  going  their  way  until  Byron  led  a  raid  on  a  chicken  and  ribs 
stand  in  south  Chicago.  The  proprietor  pulled  a  shotgun  from  under  the  counter 
and  Lyron  caught  a  blast.   Stunned  and  bleeding,  he  stumbled  outside,  his  bionic 
wing  kicked  out,  and  he  flev;  away.   He  had  not  gone  far  when  he  lost  consciousness 
and  fell  on  the  "el"  tracks.   He  lay  still,  letting  his  bionic  innards  repair  the 
damage.   The  noise  of  an  approaching  train  shocked  him  into  awareness.   There  was 
no  time  to  move  away,  so  he  threw  himself  into  the  train,  knocking  four  cars  off 
the  tracks  to  fall  to  the  pavement  below.   Investigators  never  found  his  body. 

NEWSFLASH 

Government  claims  that  chicken  revolt  was  hoax  perpetrated 
by  foreign  agents.   CTA  motorman  claims  that  a  "mufuggin* 
bird"  derailed  his  train' in  tragic  accident.  More  on  that 
and  his  clains  that  he  was  not  high  at  ten. 

Break  for  cccinercial: 

May  I  help  you,  young  lady?" 

Old  Woman:   e:Yes.   Miy,  Colonel  Sanders  1      What  are  you  doing  in  Chicago?" 

Colonel  Sanders   "I'm  here  to  offer  the  folks  a  special  deal  on  a  special  bird. 
Be  careful  of  the  transistors. " 

Old  Woman.-   "How  nice." 


(SEVEN) 
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George  Edward  Emaistrla  Jr. 
nicki, . . . 

nicki^  my  sweet  nioki. ... 

tike??  Iiave  you  gone, 

my  sweet  nicki? 

a  p7~->jful  little  imp 

clothed  in  the  image  of  a  child-monster 
and  yet,  so  much  more. 

as  pavlovc ' 3  second  answer 

to  the  world  of  unknown  ballerinas , 

you  danced  upon  my  mind 
(pirouettes-waltzes-silent  movies) 

transporting  me  into  a  dream  free  from  the  noise, 
you  have  touched  me 

tapping  reservoirs  that  I  didn't  know  existed 
and  now, 
I  left  wishing  that  you  were  my  own  daughter 
you  almost  made  it  so.... 

the  world  is  a  puppet  at  your  command 

but  the  strings  hang  limp  and  lifeless, 
our  puppet?;  aster  has  moved  on  to  a  bigger  stage. 


seashore . 


The  sun  is  resting  upon  the  horizon 

while  the  warm  sea  playfully  rolls  about 

my  feet 

the  salt  air  smalls  fresh. . . . 

somewhere  in  the  distance,  a  lone  seagull 
crashes  into  the  sea  for  a  measly  parcel  of  food 

at  times,  I  like  to  look  back  at 
the  paths 

of  washed-away  footsteps, 
wondering  where 
can  king  neptune  take  them 

and  the  sea  roars  in  'Laughter. ...... 

then,   there  are  moments 
when  X  caress  the  sensation 

radiated  from  my  feet, 

knowing  they  control  my  actual 
direction 

step  by  step 
occa&sionally,  I  stumble  on  a  shell  or  two.... 

winter,   spving,  autumn,   summer 

the  seashore  never  changes  but  its  pictures  do. 


(Fltt?) 


Smaistra     (a  on 't) 
the  clown 

a  broken-down, 
two-bit, 

white-faced  clown 
torn  between  the  sounds  of  a 

harmonic  discord. 


•placed  magestically 
on  a  stage  of  life, 

not  knowing  the  exact  words 

but  sensing  their  real  intensity, 
afraid  to  speak 
for  disillusionment  clouds  his  eyes 

and  the  red  snapping  turtles  chop  off  his  fingers. 
you  see,   he  has  no  shells. 

clowns  exist  in  imaginations  only 
-not  in  real  life. 

battered  about, 

misunderstood  yet 

unable  to  understand, 
the  jester  clamors  for  life 
love 

happiness 
and  on  finding  them,  rejoices, 
he  is  alive  momentarily. . . . . 

curtain  calls-five  minutes  till  you're  on 
the  king  says  it's  time  to  perform  again, 

now. 
so  the  princess  disappears  into  a  crowd, 
pretending  she  wasn't  at  tlie  doorway. 

painted  eyes 

tearfully  shaped, 
baggy  pants  becoming  baggier 

-somewhere  ,  he  looks 

as  only  clowns  can 

kids  i- cream  with  joy 
old  folks  reminisce  about  forgotten  happiness 
and  some  refuse  to  believe, 
laughing  at  the  antics  of  the  others 

but  you  were  not  there  in  the  crowd 

princesses  live  in  castles  on  very  high    mountains 
-reachable  only  by  very  big  people. 


"Take  It  or  Leave  It. .." 

For  you: 

orange  blossoms  at  the  first  spring  air. 

a  quick  run  in  a  warm  sandy  beach  near  rolling  waves. 

cold  air  which  nips  the  nose  on  a  snowy  day. 

walking  along  with  a  full  moon  behind  us. 
Gifts  which  I  cannot  give. 

IJany  will  call  me  "foolish" 

while  others  say 
"Romanticist. " 
But  carefully  and  deliberately 

I  offer  you  me. 
All  bundled  up  with  fears,  dreams,  and  hopes 

tied  with  a  bow  labeled    troubles, 
piis  is  all  I  have  to  give. 

"Take  it  -  or  leave  it.  " 

(NINE) 


Mark  Boher 
OPENING  NIGHT 


If  roving  thoughts  like  mine 

Touch  upon  your  subject, 

Then  a  gentle  push  is  fine, 

'Cause  I  know  you're  on  a  budget,  and  its  very  tight. 

And  it  costs  a  lot  for  you. . . 

To  be  a  person;  soft  and  open, 

To  put  your  script  down,  and  act  true, 

and  Relax. 
Even  when  I  pull  the  line 
That  brings  your  curtain  down, 
(applause  and  fade) 

A  Confused  Mission  --  Mass  Confusion  Dies 


Jane  Karges 


G'MORNING,  BOY! 

In  a  grey-white  light 

I  wake. . .  (slowly) . . . ah. . . , 
Up 

With  a  pswder-mist  brain 

I  am. . .  (slowly) . .  .getting. .  .uhm. 

UP 
I  push  my  eyes  thru  a  mirror, 

And  I  look  to  see. ..if. ..uh; 
See  if  I  cculd  be... really,  really 

Up;  (urp) . . . ' scuse  me . 


Busy! 

Bus. 

Y? 

Busy! 

Sub. 

Y? 

Blank! 

Lab. 

Ow! 

Know. 

Yes! 

Seem 

Messy. 

Ed!  ' 

Read, 

Dear, 

Rest. 

Gasp! 

Grasp. 

Est! 

Love 


Olives! 

Why  do  we  sorrow  --  worry  do  we  show! 
**************** 

Gloria  Adams 


LISTEN  AMERICA 


Listen  America  when  politicians  say- 
"inflation  is  rising  every  day." 
When  coffee  is  five  bucks  a  pound 
With  no  relief  in  sight  to  be  found. 

Listen  America  when  teenagers  shout  - 
"marijuana  is  the  sure  way  out!" 
When  your  daughter  sells  her  meat 
for  just  a  meager  reefer  treat. 

Listen  America  when  the  black  men  yell 
"that  all  wrongdoers  will  burn  in  hell 
Refused  a  job  because  of  skin  tone 
Denied  equal  rights  though  the  flag  is 


Listen  America  when  the  disturbed  mumble 
"their  world  is  starting  to  crumble." 
On  some  lonely  night  in  dread 
They  silently  place  a  bullet  in  head. 

Listen  America  when  teachers  profeSs  - 
"students  of  today  know  less." 

!"   A  college  graduate  about  to  succeed  - 
How  did  he  get  there  not  knowing  how  to 

flown.  read? 


Listen  America  when  poor  people  cry  -- 
"on  their  little  income  it's  hard  to  get,, 
Hungry  children  crying  night  and  day  '^ 
Mom  impregnated  -  another  on  the  way. 


Listen  America  when  psychics  predict  - 
"by  2000  an  inferno  will  afflict." 
Destroying  all  forms  of  life  on  earth 
omitting  no  one;  nothing  -  for  what  it's 

worth. 


Listen  America  and  listen  well 
To  all  the  shouts,  crys  and  yells 
They  all  reflect  something 
And  you  will  see 
That  the  essence   of  survival 
Depends  on  you  and  me. 
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SAME  JOB,  SAME  LOVER:  A  SWEEPING  SECOND  HAND 
Bonnie  Sylvester 


She  twisted  and  turned  in  the  strang- 
ling knot  of  sheets.  Against  her  will, 
consciousness  moved  in  like  a  rush  of 
water.  She  was  awake.  Sleep  had  slipped 
out  from  under  her,  leaving  her  no  choice 
but  to  lie  flat  on  her  back  in  the  dark, 
feeling  thought  erode  her  brain. 

It  was  a  mmonless  night  and  the 
heavy -lined  drapes  at  the  windows  kept 
out  any  starlight.  In  that  anonymous 
blackness  she  might  be  anywhere  or  no- 
where; just  a  body  floating  in  space, 
drifting  about  in  some  alien  stream, 
like  a  leaf  blown  in  from  the  bank. 
Careless,  discreet.  But  her  mind  kept 
pricking  her  from  behind  the  thoughts, 
poking  her  with  its  own  thoughts  into 
the  front  stage  of  the  mind  until  she 
had  nothing  to  do  but  remember  where 
she  was. 

She  turned  her  head  to  the  steady 
breathing  beside  her.  She  stuck  out 
a  sightless  hand  to  feel  and  give  images 
to  her  sightless  eyes.  Her  fingers 
touched  the  tiny,  hard  bones  of  a  man's 
spine.  He  must  be  lying  on  his  side, 
she  thought,  feeling  those  tough  little 
nubs  of  bone  with  gentle  finger  tips. 

Asleep.  A  man  asleep.  So  much 
flesh  and  bone;  that  hairy  chest,  a 
rough  face  that  sprouted  whiskers  before 
the  day's  end.   So  much  pride  to  be 
catered  to.  How  was  it  a  woman  felt 
She  could  not  live ,  could  not  exist , 
could  not  be  complete,  without  a  man? 
Where  was  the  magic,  the  tying  bond? 
Was  it  in  his  breathing?  Could  he  carry 
enough  wind  in  those  masculine  ltcnga  to 
sail  two  human  boats  along?  Was  it  in 
their  walk,  or  was  it  the  body  itself? 
h  woman.  She  flinched  internally. 
She,  not  a  sex,  but  herself.   She  could 
not  live  without  a  man?  The  caressing 
hand  withdrew;  she  half  hated  him  sud- 
denly for  this  truth  made  known  to  her. 
She,  this  person,  had  to  build  her  entire 
existence  around  a  male.   Sometimes  she 
disgusted  herself,  she  thought.  But 
then,  didn't  everyone  disgust  her  sooner 
or  later? 

Earah  got  up  and  walked  to  the  win- 
dows that  took  up  the  full  left  wall  of 
the  bedroom.  The  apartment  was  small. 
There  was  a  tiny  kitchen,  combination 
living-dining  room,  one  and  a  half 
baths  and  one  bedroom.  It  was  on  the 
thirty-second  floor  of  a  very  modern 
high  rise  along  Chicago's  Lake  Shore 
Drive.  Expensive  doormen  to  grin 
pleasantly  at  you  when  you  came,  like 
a  dog  greeting  its  master.  At  least 
that's  what  they  reminded  her  of.  Yes, 
it  was  so  nice.  Neat.  Clean.  Private. 
No  one  asked  questions;  no  one  pried  you 
open  with  knifing  hellos  while  waiting 
for  elevators  to  whisk  them  away, 
frenzied  and  silent.  She  and  Brian 
could  be  friends  and  lovers  and  city 
hermits  together. 

She  looked  out  the  window  at  Navy 
Pier  standing  stark  and  ugly  in  the 
street  limiting.  Out  in  the  lake  lights 
were  flashing  about,  glinting  fish  eyes 
in  the  dark. 


"Sarah? "What  are  you  doing?  What 
time  is  it,  anyway?"  Still  half  asleep, 
Brian  slipped  out  the  words  in  a  slow  - 
motion -swirling -irritation . 

"Just  couldn't  sleep.  Go  back  to 
bed I  You  have  to  get  up  early.  I'll 
be  back  in  a  minute." 

Why  did  it  irritate  her  that  he  had 
wakened?  She  felt  her  privacy  loosen- 
ing and  moving  out  across  Lake  Michigan. 

"Is  there  anything  wrong,  honey? 
A  bad  dream,  anything  on  your  mind? 
Hey,  come  over  here.  Warm  me  up,  huh?" 

Why  such  dislike?  Why  did  this 
sluggish,  sleep-slurred  talk  make  her 
want  to  scream?  Resentment  stirred 
deep  inside  her  but  she  tried  to  ignore 
it.  She  was  tired  and  restless  at  the 
same  time.  Too  much  coffee  earlier. 
Something  kept  poking  at  the  back  of 
her  mind.  An  unnamed  restlessness  she 
wouldn't  acknowledge. 

She  walked  back ,  eased  her  body 
onto  the  edge  of  the  bed  where  Brian 
lay  and  put  an  arm  on  the  half -circle 
of  his  shoulder. 

He  breathed  a  groan,  clasped  a 
sleeping  hand  against  her  wrist  and  was 
back  asleep. 

"Brian?"  No  answer.  No  matter, 
she  didn't  want  to  talk.  She  couldn't 
see  him  in  the  darkness,  but  she  could 
see  exactly  whajt  he  looked  like  and  the 
way  he  was  lying,  in  her  head.  His 
broad  face,  curled  against  his  left 
hand  would  look  solid.  So  solid  and 
conservative.  His  thick  black  hair 
would  be  only  slightly  fussed  in  a 
cotteny  halo  about  his  face.  And  his 
eyebrows.  She  La<an*\.  liked  his  eye- 
brows at  first  when  they'd  u*.*-   h.-*» 
odd  now  not  to  notice  what  ha^.  at  first 
struck  her  most  about  this  man. 

She  laughed  inside;  an  unsmiling 
laugh.  Would  he  be  flattered  to  know 
it  was  his  eyebrows,  not  his  charm  or 
style,  that  had  first  impressed  her? 
Could  a  man  face  such  facts?  Could  he 
stand  to  go  through  life  knowing  that 
his  brows  were  more  impressive  than 
his  mind  or  laugh  or  jokes  or  physique? 

Suddenly  feeling  dizzy,  she  lay 
down.  Thoughts  of  intersections  with 
red  lights  kept  coming  up  in  her  brain. 
Speeding  70,  80,  90  miles  per  hour  to- 
ward an  intersection  full  of  traffic 
and  red  lights.   She  had  to  lie  down; 
she  was  dizzy. 

It  was  the  room,  the  lack  of  light. 
She  wanted  to  pull  the  heavy,  blotting 
drapes  back  just  enough  to  see  a  little 
in  the  darkness.  She  needed  to  locate 
herself  in  this  dark,  disoriented  room. 
But  she  was  too  dizzy  to  get  up  again. 

Sleep.  Try  to  sleep!  Her  brain 
snapped  around  suddenly.  What  time  was 
it?  How  close  was  the  morning?  She 
had  to  know  the  time! 

Was  it,  already,  the  next  day,  with 
the  sun  just  a  second's  time  away  from 
pppping  up  on  the  world? 

Tonorrov;.    Her  hands  crept  slowly 
toward  her  flat  stomach.  She  laid  her 
hand  in  the  sloping  of  the  hip  bone  to 


(TWT?7V,) 


the  storaach.      Then  she  moved  the  nervous 
fingers  out  to  the  very  middle  of  that 
flesh,   poking  and  pushing  down.      Mush- 
skin,   dented  inward,    then  out,   then  in, 
as  she  placed  the   fingers  on  and  off 
the   flesh.     Bread  dough,   she  thought. 
Yeasty,   bloating  bread  dough. 

Everything  is  all  set  for  the  morn- 
ing.     It  was   just  a  matter  of  hours,   of 
tickii.j,  sdnutes   and  sweeping  second  hands. 
She  wondered  at  how  these  minutes,    that 
this   specific  passaqe  of  night  into  morn- 
inq  was   the  tbsolute   replica  of  the  same 
time   flight  of  a  week  ago,   of  three 
months  ago,    of  twenty-five  years  ago,   when 
she'd  been  bom.     Yet  it  was  so  drastic- 
ally dif  *ere£t. 

By  a  few  strokes  of  a  pen,   she  had 
been  scheduled  in  a  hospital's  appoint- 
ment book  for  an  abortion.     How  quick£ 
How  ordinary:      Just  jot- jot-period.      There 
it  was  in  ilk,   on  paper,   indelible.     What 
could  she   do  now,   even  if  she  wanted  to  - 
and  she  knew  sfte  did  not  want  to.     xiut 
one  simply  caniot  tamper  with  such   fate 
as  is  written  dc.rn  on  schedules,    itiner- 
aries,   and  appoin-ment  books. 

Again  she  sea-ched  her  sunken  stom- 
ach.    There  was  no  >hange;   all  was  the 
way  it  had  always  bee-i.     No ,   it  must 
have  been  some  mistake      Some  lab  tech- 
nician's error  in  the   tu-tl     A  joke  of 
fate.      How  could  there  be  ^  baby,   a  per- 
son,   inside   there,   on  the  <-ther  side  of 
that  wall. 

Walls.      As  a  child,   building  walls 
of  sand.      Gritty,  wet,  heavy  \iails   to 
hide  behind  from  her  father  at  the 
beach.      ''Where's  my  little  girl.     Now 
don't  tell  ire   I'll  have   to  eat  tii.s   ice 
crean  all  by  myself  1"     She   could  h-ar 
him  say,    and  then'      Pop!      Up  she  wofc-.a 
jump  from  behind  her  wall   like   a  rare 
small  bird  delighting   the  watcher  with 
a  sudden  qlimpse  at  the   fine  plumage . 

And  other  walls.      Basement  walls, 
hiding  from  the  neighborhood  bullies  who 
want  to  tease  her,  hurt  her  for  being  a 
little  sifter.     And  her  brother  sneaking 
up  from  behind,    screaming  a  yowl   in  he; 
ears,    jerkina  her,    threatening  to  rip 
her  arms  off  if  she  doesn't  give   the 
skate  key  to  him I      "Mother!      Mother! 
They  won't  leave  me   alone!"   she   cric.3 
again,   in  her  dreams,    fallen  asleep, 
hiding  from  the  daylight. 

"Sarah,  hen,   get  up.      You'll  miss 
your  train."     Brian  bent     over  her  dzassed 
in  jockey  shorts  with  a  towel  hung  ovar 
his  neck.      A  red  blot  of  Kleenex  stuc; 
to  his   chin,  his  hair  wet  from  the  shc^er, 
dripping  onto  her  arms   as  they  lay  on 
top  of  the  blanket. 

"Come  on,   sleepy.      Get  your  little 
ass  out  of  that  bed  before  I   climb 
back   in  there  with  you!      Then  you  will  ^e 
late ! " 

"What?     Oh,   is  it  morning?     God, 
why   can't  morning  begin  a  little  later 
in  the  day."     She  twisted  her  mouth  into 
a  scowl   at  the   light  pouring  in  through 
the   opened  drapes.      She  swung  her  still 
sleeping  body  up  to  a  sitting  position. 

"That's  what  you  qet  for  walking 
around  all  night.      Were  you  dreaming  or 
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what?" 

"Huh?"     She  was  not  yet  fully  awake. 

"Last  night!      God,   don't  you  remem- 
ber?    And  I   thought  I  was   tired.      Come 
on,   you're   gonna  be   late.      Gotta  get 
those  bucks,   lady,   if  ya  want  me   to  sticj- 
around.      I'm  a  desireable   creature,   you 
know,   and  some   rich  broad  might  crook 
her  diamond-studded  finger  at  me,    if  you 
aren ' t  care  f ul . " 

"Yaa,   I  worry  about  that  all  da/. 
What  time  is   it?     I   can't  be   late   today. 
Lynda  isn ' t  coming  in  and  I  have   to  get 
her  work  started  toe." 

"Too  late   for  breakfast.      I've  gotta 
take  off,   I   can't  wait  for  you,  but  give 
me  a  call  later  and  let  me  know  about 
dinner,   ok?"     The  voice   came  muffled 
from  the   living  room.     When  she  heard 
the  door  shut,   she  breathed  easier.      She 
needed  solitude. 

Pull  yourself  together.     Now,    think 
now.      She  started  her  shower.      The  water 
felt  good,   massaging  her  face,   shoulders, 
back.      The   loud  hissing  water  soothed  her 
nervous   thoughts.      As  a  little  girl,   she'd 
loved  listening  to  the  vacuum  running. 
The  steady  hum  would  vibrate   through  her 
with  a  sensual  pleasure   that  she  had 
never  understood.      Little  Sarah  was 
listening  to  that  vacuum  again,    the  hiss- 
humminq  water  swirling  her  thoughts  down 
the  drain,   out  of  sight. 

"Name,  please?" 

"Sarah  Byam  —  I  have  an  appoint- 
ment for  8:45." 

"What  doctor,  please." 
"Stryker." 

"Have   anything  to  eat  since  midnight? 
All  right,    take   a  seat,   please.      It'll 
be   a  few  minutes . " 

The  waiting  room  was   large  and 
brightly  lit.      Chrome   and  glass   shone 
with  neon  illumination.      There  were  no 
windows,   giving  everything  a  stark , 
slightly  unreal   look,   like  a  window  dis- 
play room.      Dut  that  was  good,    Sarah 
plough t-     This  was  not  reality. 

She   chose  a  seat  along  the  wall, 
away   from  every  other  waiting  impatient 
patient.      Out  of  date  magazines     worn 
and  torn,   lay  silent  and  ordinary  on  a 
table   and  a   few  chair  seats.      That  was 
good,    too.      They  gave  some  normalcy     to 
the  hour. 

Other  women  sat  as   conspicuously 
inconspicuous  as   she.     White-capped 
nurses   moved  efficiently   about  as   if 
efficiency  had  been  their  study  rather 
than  nursinq. 

The  room  could  melt  away  beneath 
that  unnatural,   cold  furniture   and  no  one 
would  notice,    she   thought.      And  the 
people  with  it. 

A  fat  woman  sat  to  her  left.     Was 
she  pregnant?     Did  she  know  why  Sarah 
was   there?     Were  they  all  there   for  the 
same   reason?     She  stared  at  the   fat  wo- 
man's stomach  that  seemed  to  be  a  thing 
in  itself.     What  would  it  be  like   to 
bulge  out  like  that?     How  would  it  feel 
to  have  such  a  prominent  body?     She  ima- 
gined herself  behind  a  steering  wheel, 
unable  to  turn  the  wheel  for  her  stomach. 
Out  of  control  because  of  the  bulaing 


thing.  Or  pushing  tlu'ough  a  doorway, 
stuck  in  the  frame.  **  haga,  swelled 
body.   Fat  stomach.  Fat  arsis.   Fat  legs. 
Tbich  fingers  and  pudoy  cheeks.  Would 
a  ro.*n,  i;ould  Brian r  would  any  roan,  want 
to  Lug  th.it  swelled  belly,  hold  that 
marshaiello"jy  hand? 

Our.cj  ly  she  felt  her  stomach.  PJflS* 
hollow,  soon  to  be  scraped  out,  emptied 
of  what  die  a";  <:how.  like  a  dirty  plate. 
Scraw:  in  the  qarbaqe.  Was  it  really 
full  of  a  bsliy,  a  child?  Brian's  child? 

A  sausage-  A  large  sausage,  she 
thought,  rf,he  meat  pushed  into  a  casing, 
filling  up  tightly.  TIer  skin  was  \  srus- 
aga  casr'ng:  it  held  in  all  that  was 
Sarah.   But  one  little  slit  and  all  that 
it  held  could  Vie  squeezed  out,  little  by 
little  or  slit  Crom  end  to  end  ~nd  all  of 
it  dumped  at  ones.  Shameless,  formless. 
Broker.  "mto  pieces,  and  then  fried  up  — 
getting  hot  and  greasy  ana  brown  in  a 


skill. t.  k'Tas  sauw?.ge  still  sausage 
whe*-  c.  li'i-i"  apart  like  that?  She  looked 
despeiHtrly  about  hor  mind  to  see  if 
ther^  vvc5  ar.cther  word  for  such  a  muti- 
lated ;iaucu;;3.  Cut  no,  it  was  still 
called  a  s'iusagi  -—  even  cut  of  the 
casing  and  fried  up  in  thin  bites.  Soiae- 
thir^  was  terribly  wrong  in  that.  That 
such  a  complete  change  could  take  in 
som/ething  -.;ith6v.t  Ueing  renamed  was 
ludicrous,  vicious,  obscene.  Would 
Sarah  Le  Sarah  iiJ:e  that?  Emptied  *nd 
divided  rp.   Still  Sarah? 

She  looked  fcgain  au  *-hese  people 
locked  5r>  <=ome  intersecting  frte  with 
hers.  Warsitb  ct2ri"t*d  up  in  her  as  ahs 
thought  about  this  kinship.  They  were 
fellow  facee^ ,   diruczed  here  f.rom  tho 
beginning  or  time  t- sward  this  ore  soecial 
day. 

Child.  The  vo.o.  floated  weightless 
in  he:,  bra-  a-   Xt  poij scored  to  nocuimr; 
it  jon^ur:'*!  vp  no  e\notiv  *;•-  04.  momc-fries. 
Sucn  er-'p^y,  sterile  void  could  not  :-uc.*» 
anything.  Such  empty  words  could  r.~t 
be  anything  significant  or  drasric. 
What  were  wotfds  anyway?  What  did  t.  ~y 
represent  but  so  many  triggered  fos-Xiays^ 
memories  ani  thoughts..  But  this  word* 
it  uicht  be  latin  to  h?>~;  it  had  no 
faalincj  !  -:•■'- i  it;  therefor e,  it  wa 
negated,   -he  did-  not  knot/  its  feel. 
If  she  vtf£.rs  to  rush  L'jwe^d  any  cr  these 
people  lc k'd  here,  would  they  know  vh«..t 
she  wns  talking  about,  cr  would  th^y 
sttir?  at  '..er  jibber ish? 

Diz  y  again.   She  needed  a  Sitnki, 
something  to  hold  onto  for  balance. 
Her  eyes  caught  those  familiar  "right" 
magazines. 

Good.  She  concentrated  on  them  to 
sta..:^  herself.  They  ^ere  tha  markingr: 
on  the  fctdil  ,  -!"h<=>  birds  flying  south, 
the  direction  inked  on  a  map.   She  sud- 
denly depended  on  those  magazines  like 
a  L-iiigo  does  its  footings.  They  were 
her  reality. 

"fciiaa  Byam?"  A  nurse  beckoned  her 
on,  hurried  her  into  her  fate.   She 
waited  for  her.  It  was  planned.  Part 
of  \he  paperwork.  One  cannot  escape  the 
fincuit"  of  white  business  paper. 

'FOTJPTT-CEIJ) 


"Are  you  all  right.  Miss  Byam?" 

."c  >•«'.!  «rn.v-i_   she  io'-rr^'''  aH  the 

magazines  that  sat  patiently,  m«*u«*... 

ly.  Her  steps  were  a  matter  of  a  clock' 
ricking.  A  calendar's  square  days, 
i?v>a<-  ».•"•»»  nu**~-...  a«^i*Mf  uuw.'  wnar  would 
he  say?  She  was  25.  Alone-  child- 
less .  Husbandless .   She  was . . . her 
mind  reeled  ror  the  answer.  Who  was 
she? 

She  followed  the  white  eap  6.'jwn 
the  halltSray,  past  many  sookes  of  .rqo?:i  . 
All  of  them  rolling  past,  nurses,  hats* 
a  metal  cart  filled  with  metal  tiings,. . 
Her  mind  danced  with  images  o£  herself. 
a  dej-ughtttj: ,  a  ctvdent,  an  employee, 
a  lover.  All  these  things  to  all  these 
people,  doc   a  parent,  though.  Not 
that  tied  to  someone.  She  coull  be 
anything  they  wanted.  What  did  that 
nurse  think  of  her?  She  could  be  any- 
thing  she  wanted , 

But  to  aereelf t  Had  she  ever 
birred  herself  up,  been  estimated  like 
?.  nsed  car  or  house  ttight  be?  "The 
value  is  placed  at..."  Was  that, what 
rhe  tho\ight  of  when  she  thougut  of 
Sarah,  her  real  self?  Or,  aqcJ.n,  just 
a  f-elifiliment  of  one  more  estimation? 

She  might  laugh,  she  felt  so  giddy 
bexiihd  her  face.  Suppose  there  was 
no  real  S&raK  at  oil,  but  only  so  man- 
prepackaged  personalities,  like  so  man-" 
changing  records  on  a  stereo  turntable; 
so  many  Sarahs  passing  through  a  mentai 
tumstyle.  Was  this  the  one  truth  of 
her?  '-7as  thi-3  her  life-essence? 

"Have  you  eaten?  Ail  right,  then, 
put  this  gown  on  arid  I '  11  need  a  his- 
tory ,  and  I  "■  1  x  take  your  blooS  p/.essurv . 
It  won't  be  long  now.  You'll  be  home 
tonight  if  -11  goes  well.  Lot^a  see, 
you're  four  -^reekr*  pregnant? w 

She  vatched1  -tiiie  nurse's  lips  wove 
Sfcpcti.rtt;.c»  ua>  i.or  «;oicef  like  a  movie 
sound  traok  that  isn't;  trgoKxtLm&*A   with 
the  film  exactly.   "Home  by  tonight. ': 
g-jdn't  she  hearrd  that  in  an  ad  some- 
where? For  a  car  service,  or  a  dry- 
cleaners? 

Fou£  wooks  and  changed  sc?  die- 
wocdy.  Changed  by  some  Ino   sheet's 
Say  Co.   Her  mind  mnllacL  this  over, 
rolled  tlj.^  uin-'xight  around  in  her  head 
like  a  wad  of  cum.  li&r  body  was  ths» 
same.  Jo   such  body  could  .support 
another i  What  a  joke  to  be  oiayed  on 
her.  How  could  such  a  thing  happen  to 
a  person  like  herself. 

She  Eurned  her  mind  to  B'*ian.  He 
would  be  at  wcrl;,  sitting  in  the  same 
office  ne'd  sat  in  for  the  past  four 
weeks.  Evezytning  was  normal.  It  w<?s 
all  right.  She  still  had  the  same 
job  and  the  same  lover. 

It  was  all  only  a  matter  of  a 
sweeping  second  hand. 
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Debbie  Allott 

Chaucer's  Squire  a  la  1976 

There  was  a  dride,  a  ladies'  man, 
And  he  was  kncwn  all  'round  the  land. 
He  was  a  fine  and  clever  gent: 
He  had  a  chick  wherever  he  -.-rent. 

He  was  a  young  man,  tall  in  height, 
V/ith  a  dark  complexion:     his  eyes  were  bright, 
l/ith  neck  length  hair,  and  shoulders  wide. 
He  surely  had  a  lot  of  pride. 

He  owned  a  car,  a  cycle  too. 

To  carry  his  girls  both  old  and  new. 

Being  active,   the  sporty  type, 

Any  gal  he'd  meet  he'd  have  no  gripe. 

Whether  fat  or  thin,   short  or  tall, 
This  gent  didn't  care,  he  liked  them  all. 
He  could  read  and  write  and  sing  and  dance, 
Do  anything  to  help  romance  . 

As  he  sang  and  danced,   he'd  play  his  guitar 
And  draw  all  w«men  from  near  and  far. 
He'd  play  any  game  of  any  sort, 
He  was  the  master  of  every  sport. 

He'd  stay  up  nights  and  sleep  at  day, 
At  night   'round  town  he  knew  the  way. 
He  wore  fancy  clothes  the  girls  adored. 
He  kept  things  moving,  never  bored. 

Now  a  trip  to  Lourdes  one  day  he  planned, 
To  woo  someone  from  a  foreign  land. 
So  one  week  later  he  left  the  city, 
He  hated  to  leave  the  gals  so  pretty. 

But  now   'twas  time  to  leave  this  place, 
He'd  search  for  another  pretty  face. 
It  wouldn't  be  hard  for  him  to  find, 
A  beautiful  lady  both  gentle  and  kind. 

At  the  cocktail  party  the  night  before, 
He  strummed  his   guitar  while  telling  his  lore. 
He  impressed  the  ladies  throughout  the  night, 
Until  the  morning  when  it  was  light. 

Next  morning  he  walked  through  his  hotel, 

Greeting  the  ladies  and  wishing  them  well. 

For  he'd  leave  on  his  tour  of  France  toctay, 

So  "Au  revoir,  mam'selle"  to  the  ladies  he'd  say. 

This  the  lad  did  from  day  to  day, 
He ' d  greet  the  ladies  then  go  on  his  way. 
He'd  find  a  new  lover  in  another  part  of  town, 
And  bring  a  smile  out  #f  her  sad  frown. 

Maybe  some  day  he  'd  h  ave  a  son, 

Then  ha'd  ask  his  pa  what  he  had  done. 

The  squire  would  sit  and  think  for  a  while, 

But  he'd  give  n»  answer,  just  a  smile. 
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Mary  Ellen  Aschenbrenner 
PRAY,  PREY 


How  could  anyone  shoot  anyone?     I 
couldn't  no  matter  what  happened.     Sure, 
I  could  understand  murder  in  a  rage,  but 
to  plan  it.     No  way. 

Look,  Bob  had  said,   there  was  no 
way  he  could  be  at  home  2U  hours  a  day 
protecting  us.     "If  the  colored  mobs 
threaten  to  harm  the  house,    shoot  them. 
It's  not  the  same  as  murder  when  they 
harm  you  first." 

He  proceeded  to  show  me  how  to  lead 
the  rifle.     I  had  shot  it  on  occasion 
bick  in  school  when  we  spent  Sunday 
af\emoons  at  the  dump.     He  shot  the 
rats  and  I  the  tin  cans .     Even  the 
thought  of  shooting  a  rat  upset  me .     I 
had  g*i3  to  school  with  Negros.     I  never 
had  en?  problem  with  them.     We  went 
our  septate  waysj  but  they  always  spoke 
and  sc  cid  I.     You  never  thought  about 
having  »>e  for  a  neighbor.     It  just 
didn't  isppen.     How  many  years  back  was 
that?     to  well,  I  guess  it  really  doesn't 
matter .    I  laughed  thinking  that  the 
Negros  fJtj  school  would  make  better 
neighbor!  -foan  some  of  the  ones  I  had 
now. 

"Whil  ye 're  taking  precautions, 
I  think  yo'  should  cancel  your  appoint- 
ment at  thsTjdversity.     You're     just 
asking  for  'rouble.     You've  got  enough 
right  here  a-,  home  without  looking  for 
more.     Besid-s,  Dr.  Howe  said  the  ap- 
pointment watn  t  really  necessary.     You 
will  be  drivi^  right  through  the  riot 
areas .     If  yoi  '-.hink  Joliet  is  bad  with 
the  bridge  li.'ts  at  dusk  and  the  curfew 
at  dark,  justvait  till  you  hit  Chic  age  I" 

I  choked  *>ac;  my  anger.     That  he 
should  try  one  r.oie  time  to  keep  me  from 
that  appointiter^    Lnfuriated  me.     I  was 
going,  even  if  I  hsd  to  walk.     "Like 
I  told  you,  that  rtsn't  exactly  what 
the  doctor  said.    Miat  he  said  was  that 
the  abnormal  bleeing  could  be  a  freak- 
ish thing  that  cold  disappear  as  quick 
as  it  started,   or  iz  could  be  a  sign 
of  soire thing  more  serious  —  mu3h  more 
serious .     He  sai:  I  could  wait  a  few 
weeks  and  then  i'  it  didn't  go  away, 
make  an  appointment  with  a  hemotologist. 
He  was  mighty  cdck  to  add  that  he  'd 
be  happy  to  ca'l  the  chief  of  hemotology 
at  the  Univers^y  to  set  up  the  testing 
at  once,   if  ±i  vould  make  me  feel  better." 
I  paused  onl?'  »o  keep  my  tone  calm  and 
added,   "You  ,'ist  don't  go  around  can- 
celling apprlltments  like  that.     It  took 
two  weeks  £s  it  was.    Just  look  at  my 
legs.     I  fee;  like  people  think  you've 
been  beat;.n£  me.     I  can't  stand  it  any 
more.     I  lave  to  know  what  it  is.     You 
just  don':,  know  what  it's  like."     By 
now,   I  nas  choking  back  the  tears . 

"Ysu've  got  your  imagination  working 
•ver-tima.     Ignore  it  and  it  will  all 
go  awa/.     If  it  were  something  serious, 
you'd  be  feeling  rotten  I     You're  just 
askarjj  for  trouble."     His  manner  was  so 
aspured  —  his  orders  so  final. 

So  I  decided  not  to  argue  further 
for  fear  that  he  would  positively  forbid 


me  to  keep  that  appointment.     I  was  to 
leave  Joliet  before  seven  the  next 
morning.     I  had  a  nine  o'clock  appoint- 
ment.    I'd  be  safely  back  by  noon  and 
that  heat  that  stirred  racial  problems 
would  just  be  starting. 

I  dropped  my  son,  Tim,  off  at  his 
Grandmother's  in   Rockdale.    The  Gradq-' 
ate  was  playing  at  that  hole   of  a 
theater  called  the   Fox.       The  movie  had 
turned  my  stomach.     Ho./  it  had  taken 
nine  academy  awards,   I'd  never  under- 
stand.    The  thought  of  anyone  taking 
up  with  my  mother,  least  of  all,  one  of 
my  classmates,  repulsed  me.     Bob  had 
laughed  and  called  me  a  prude.     The 
theater  had  been  a  hole  since  I  was  a 
kid.     I  remembered  the  owner,  the  big 
oaf  I     He  made  suggestive  eyes  at  the 
girls  who  matured  early.     He  took  de- 
light in  making  them  bring  their  birth 
certificates  to     prove  they  weren't 
twelve  and  old  enough  to  have  to  pay 
adult  prices.     When  he  couldn't  make 
the  extra  fifty  cents,  he'd  comment, 
"My,  my,  who  would  have  believed  all 
that  could  happen  in  a  short  eleven 
years ."     Many  of  the  girls  paid  the 
adult  fare  rather  than  be  humiliated. 
He  was  an  ass.     He  was  ten  years  older 
than  my  oldest  sister's  friend.     She 
was  an  ass  too.     She  had  to  be  to 
marry  him.     Wonder  if  he  ever  graduated 
to  slapping  fannies? 

I  took  Route  Seven  out  of  Lock- 
port.     All  the  heavy  traffic  was  on 
Interstate  Eighty.     The  morning  was  as 
cool  as  a  fall  afternoon.     Hard  to 
believe  it  would  reach  the  upper  90 's 
by  noon.     The  windows  were  down  and  my 
long  blonde  hair  was  blowing  in  the 
wind.     I'd  pile  it  on  top  of  my  head 
before  my  appointment,  but  for  now  it 
felt  glorious  to  be  blowing  free.     I'd 
threatened  to  lighten  it.     Bob  threw 
such  fits!     Damn I     And  Negro's  think 
they're  oppressed!     The  light-weight 
sweater  over  my  bare  shoulders  kept 
the  draft  off  my  neck.     By  nocn,   it 
would  feel  like  a  wool  blanket. 

The  country-side  was  peaceful,  but 
the  occasional  sprawling  ranch  touched 
off  a  bit  of  envy.     I  had  never  been 
envious  before,  but  the  thought  of 
having  a  serious  disease  brought  out  a 
lot  of  feelings  I  never  knew  existed. 
At  first,  I  thought  I  could  accept  that 
I  might  not  live  to  raise  my  son,  but 
seeing  those  beautiful  homes  and  acres 
of  land     made  a  tear  drop  down  my  wind- 
burnt  face .     Boy,  was  that  ever  stupid 
to  let  a  $50,000  house  make  me  jealouse. 
Maybe  I'd  never  have  anything  more  than 
I  had  right  now.     Suddenly,   I  felt 
revenge  bottle  up.     That's  why  it  was 
all  so  senseless  to  be  afraid  of  riots. 
You  could  lose  everything  you  cared 
about  -  not  just  me  -  everybody.     I 
floored  the  accelerator,   feeling  terr- 
ibly alone.     I  had  to  face  this  thing 
alone.     Bob  just  wouldn't.     I  convinced 
myself'  that  if  I  wasr  prepared  for  the 
naff) 


worst >  nothing  -would  shock  me.  I  could 
still  hear  Bob  yelling,  "He  had  no  right 
to  tell  you  all  those  horrible  possibili- 
ties and  than  say  that  it  could  be  nothing, 
They're  ail  a  bunch  of  alarmists.  I 
think  we  should  wait  it  out." 

Mom  said  it  was  normal  for  men  to 
act  like  that.  She  held  me  close  when 
I  te>3J  her.  She  told  me  there  were  tons 
of  other  less  serious  things  that  could 
cause  the  condition,  but  the  look  on  her 
face  convinced  me  that  rry  feelings  were 
justified.  If  only  Eob  had  held  me  close- 
had  not  seemed  so  detached  .  So  -why  the . 
hell  shptldn't  I  drive  eighty.  What 
difference  did  it  make  if  I  got  a  ticket  I 
I'd  never  had  one.  There  were  a  lot  of 
things  I'd  never  experienced  i  Damn  I 

Hittiag  the  Orland  ?ark  city  limits, 
1  automatically  slowed  down.  I  laughed. 
That  was  my  good  up-brin^ir^  showing 
througn.  I  was  really  chicken.  That 
irritated  me.  Orland  was  r--.   ;>ne-horre 
town.  Z   could  roll  at  eighty  again  in 
just  a  matter  of  minutes.  ?he  wind  made 
me  feel  alive  and  the  speec  essed  the 
gnawing  in  my  stomach.  It  >lt  like  a 
monster  eating  at  me . 

ly*  hair  began  to  stick  -,o  my  neck, 
my  speed  was  down  to  thirty,  ar.d  the  open 
window*  no  longer  circulated  the  air.  I 
hit  a  :  vi  light.  Damn  those  lights. 
Damn  this*  heat.  Damn  everything!  And 
it  was  nuggy.  I  turned  on  the  radio  for 
diversion , 

"7Lt;  federal  Communications  Commis- 
sion has  '.-.Lied  against  racial  discrimi- 
nation and  v,:.ll  not  renew  the  license  of 
any  broadcasting  system  proved  to  be  in 
violation  «»f  the  code."  Garbage,  I 
though".  Troy  were  always  making  moun- 
tain? out  of  mole  hills.  "James  Earl 
Ray^  the  accused  slayer  of  Martin  Luther 
King,  who  vfcs   killed  on  April  Uth,  is  in 
a  London  prison  facing  extradition.  His 
lawyer  refused  to  comment  on  the  pro- 
cecure  except  to  say  that  his  client  will 
plaad  innocent.  And  further  in  the  news, 
the  voting  age  continues  to  cause  a  stir. 
According  to  Representative  Robert  Mc- 
Claiy,  Illinois,  the  rebellion  of  Ameri- 
can youths  is  being  fanned  by  the  proposal 
to  lower  the  voting  age  to  eighteen.  The 
issue  is  to  be  brought  before  the  house 
in  the  coming  session.  McClary  states, 
"If  our  eighteen-year-olds  are  old 
enough  to  pay  taxes  and  to  defend  our 
crontry,  they  are  old  enough  to  vote ." 

It  was  a  relief  to  turn  onto  Gar- 
field Blvd.  Just  down  the  way,  was  the 
park.  Large  multi-family  dwellings  lined 
the  streets.  The  wide  boulevard  gave 
an  impression  of  spaciousness  to  the 
over-populated  area.  Windows  were  open. 
Most  dwellings  were  without  screens.  Cur- 
tains hugged  the  sides  of  the  windows. 
They  were  motionless  -  so  were  the  in- 
habitants .  The  shade  of  the  trees  gafre 
the  only  relief  from  the  heat  of  the 
pavement.  This  was  a  beautiful  park. 
Only  an  elderly  gentleman  hobbling  down 
the  walk-way  stirred  the  setting.  My 
wet,  stringing  hair  was  beginning  to 
dry  with  the  faint  breeze  entering  the 
window  as  I  drove  down  the  winding  road. 


It  seemed  only  a  moment  that  I  had 
enjoyed  this,  when  I  came  upon  the  two 
stone  lions  signaling  my  turn  to  the 
left.  I  followed  the  signs  tc  the 
parking  area.  Chicago  was  easier  to 
drive  in  than  Joliet.  That  sure  vasr't 
saying  much  for  the  place. 

I  pulled  into  the  lot.  The  park- 
ing attendant  asked  how  long  I  planned 
to  be.  "Just  an  hour  or  two,"  I  re- 
plied. Dr.  Howe  said  they  shoul"  s^ 
able  to  give  me  some  satisfaction  wi+b:\n 
an  hour.  The  buildings  were  old.  Parts 
of  it  were  under  renovation,  but  this 
couldn't  hide  the  obvious  aging  of  the 
hospital.  Lying  In  was  connected  and 
so  was  the  Wyler  Children's  Hospital. 
As  I  walked  down  the  deserted  walk- 
way, a  shiver  of  panic  ran  through  me. 
This  was  the  hospital  where  Leopold 
and  another  intern  had  brutally  murdered 
a  young  woman .  I  thought  -  I  think  it 
was  a  child.  I  ran,  thinking  the  pace 
would  make  me  think  of  more  pleasant 
things . 

At  the  desk  they  gave  me  an  eight- 
digit  number.  Just  as  Bob  had  said; 
"$t  research  hospitals,  you're  just  a 
number.''  I  secretly  hoped  he  was  right 
about  the  other  things  too.  The  recep- 
tionist sent  me  to  hemotology  where  a 
young  nurse  asked  me  about  my  out  of 
town  address.  "Have  any  difficulty 
getting  through?"  "Things  aren't  as 
bad  as  I  had  been  led  to  believe,"  I 
assured  her.  "I  drove  right  through  the 
park-way  with  no  trouble  whatsoever." 
"Yeh,"  she  said,  "well,  just  make  sure 
you  don't  get  off  the  main  road.  You 
just  might  get  that  blonde  hair  pulled." 
T  remembered  that -I  had  forgotten  to 
knot  it  up  in  a  twist.  I  quickly 
pinned  it  up.  "That's  better,"  she 
said.  "Not  so  obvious  that  you're  ■  . 
flaunting  you're  white."  I  couldn't 
believe  my  ears.  She  was  white.  Her 
hair  wasn't  that  dark.  She  sure  accom- 
pli ished  one  thing  —  she  sure  t  Dok  my 
mind  off  o£   the  half  dozen  vials  she 
had  filled  with  my  blood. 

I  waited  for  what  seemed  an  eter- 
nity. The  pagir.g  system  called  my 
name.  The  receptionist  showed  me  into 
a  small  examining  room.  We  were  on  the 
third  floor,  over-looking  a  cour-t  with 
a  non-functioning  fountain.  There  was 
a  stone  bench  beside  it.  I  spent  time 
looking  for  a  door  on  the  lower  level 
that  would  lead  +-o  the  court.  I  could 
not  find  one.  Lumb,  really  dumb.  Di- 
rectly across  from  me  in  another  office, 
an  Oriental  girl  was  sitting  at  her 
typewriter .  A  young  man,  probably  an 
intern,  was  sitting  on  the  corner  of 
her  desk.  I  played  the  game  of  reading 
gestures.  There  was  definitely  some- 
thing between  them.  He  pinched  her 
chin  and  went  on  his  way. 

Dr.  Jenski  entered  the  room  looking 
at  me  over  the  top  of  his  glasses .  He 
broke  into  a  full  grin  and  asked  about 
Dr.  Howe.  Knowing  they  shared  their 
medical  opinions  .put  ws   at  ease.  "Well 
girl,  not  in  the  clear  yet,  but  you 
needn't  look  so   grim.  It's  not  as  bad 
a?  all  that!  We  bav«  .."or^'te^t,  Jo  rvn 


and  it  should  take  the  better  part  of 
the  morning.  Do  you  mind  if  I  have  a 
few  of  my  associates  go  over  you  and 
give  you  a  quick  exam?  They  will  need 
some  background  information  also."  His 
manner  wcs  telling,  not  asking.  He  re- 
minded me  of  the  lions  I  had  seen  at  the 
campus  entry. 

Those  bumbling  interns  just  made 
things  worse.  They  weren't  polished  like 
Howe  ar.d  Jenski.  Their  faces  read  panic 
when  they  saw  my  ankles  were  one  massive 
bruise.  Large  finger  prints  on  my 
upper  arm  were  new.  The/  hadn't  been 
there  this  morning.  The  baoy  had  pro- 
bably done  it  and  I  hadn't  even  U>«n 
aware.  Not  a  pretty  sight  with  my  sun- 
dress. . .RATS!  I'd  have  to  wear  that 
wool  sweater  all  day  or  face  the  curious 
stares .  It  was  after  twelve  when  the 
interns  finished  and  Jenski  returned. 

"Well,  young  lady,  how  are  my  assoc- 
iates treating  you?" 

"Just  fine  doc,  but  they  need  more 
experience  in  hiding  their  thoughts  when 
they  look  at  bruised  bodies."  I  pre- 
tended to  laugh. 

"Ju<-t  for  the  records,  I'm  going  to 
tell  them  what  I  told  you."  His  voice 
was  almost  defiant 3  he  spoke  softly  but 
it  still  managed  to  have  a  defiant  roar. 
"It's  not  as  bad  as  it  looks.  I  just 
think  someone  is  treating  you  too 
roughly . " 

They  all  mustered  up  a  forced  laugh. 
I  couldn't  find  the  humor  in  it.  "I 
don't  mean  to  imply  that  the  condition 
can  be  ignored.  I'm  going  to  send  my 
findings  to  Fowe  and  have  him  keep  in 
touch  on  your  progress .  If  he  has  any 
questions,  have  him  call  my  office." 
Jenski.  head  the  door  while  the  obedient 
interns  filed  out  ahead  of  them.  I 
was  sure  th3y  would  be  on  the  firing 
range  Within  minutes.  They  too  were  his 
prey, 

I  had  expected  to  feel  relief  after 
this  appointment.  There  was  none  to  be 
had.  I  felt  so  empty,  as  though  I  had 
been  violated.  I  wandered  back  to  the 
parking  let  in  a  stupor. 

"What  section  is  your  car  in,  ladah? 
I  say,  what  section  is  your  car  parked 
in?"  asked  the  attendant,  but  the  sec- 
ond time,  he  had  hold  of  my  arm. 

''Let  go  of  my  arm.  You're  hurting 
me  1 "  I  screamed . 

"Look  ladah,  I  wasn't  hurting  you. 
You  was  in  another  world.  Youse  better 
snap  out  of  that  before  youse  hit  the 
road!" 

Brazen  Black!  I  thought.  I  was 
glad  I  had  my  wits  about  me  and  hadn't 
dared  to  call  him  black  to  his  face  . 

Behind  the  wheel,  I  realized  that 
the  sun  was  at  its  peak  and  that  the 
empty  streets  of  the  morning  had  given 
way  to  the  decidedly  black  population. 
I  seemed  to  have  invaded  their  territory. 
This  was  their  jungle.  As  panic  rushed 
through  me,  I  rolled  up  all  the  windows. 
I'd  just  have  to  suffer  out  the  heat 
until  I  got  cut  of  the  park.  A  half- 
mile  or  so  down  the  boulevard  I  could 
see  marchers.  It  was  easy  to  turn  off 
before  they  blocked  my  path.  Down  two 
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blocks  and  I  might  be  able  to  circle 
back.  No  way!  There  were  thousands 
of  them!  I  continued  on  a  few  blocks 
hoping  that  the  marchers  wouldn't  sud- 
denly decide  to  turn  in  my  direction. 
I  pulled  into  a  filling  station.  From 
outwax-d  appearances,  it  appeared  de- 
serted. I  prayed  to  see  a  white  face. 
No  s\\ch   luck  -  a  small  man  -  no,   he 
was  more  of  a  kid  -  slowly  came  towax-d 
the  car.  I  qadAkly  rolled  dcwi  the 
window  a  bit  to  arfr  if  he  could  direct 
me  to  Interstate  $7  c0   that  I  could 
pick  up  80  and  avoid  t^e  park. 

"Nope!" 

"Nope,  what?"  I  ask^d. 

"Nope,   I  can't  direc-  you  no  where, 
ro.s>rc . " 

X  was  stunned.     He  actuoiy  appear- 
ed stupid.     Could  be  he  was.  ~^ut  I 
thought  not.     k  yellow  Chrysle, 
into  the  pump  ahead  of  me. 
man,   about  five-eleven^  di^ssed  in" 
pale  blue  linen  suit,  hopped  out  of 
the  car.     He  wore  white  kid  shujs  and 
gloves .     He  was  the  best  looking  ^^n 
I  had  ever  laid  eyes  on.     He  was  too 
dark  for  white  and  all  but  too  light 
for  Negro.     He  was  totally  out  of  place. 
I  hollared  back  at  the  attendant  to 
ask  the  man  for  directions  for  me.     I 
chuckled  at  the  sight  this  "Daper  Dan" 
presented.     It  left  my  mind  open  as  to 
what  his  trade  might  be.     This   "Dan" 
walked  with  a  grace  that  said  "business. 
My  first  impression  began  to  dwindle. 
His  eyes  were  demanding  an<3  clear.     He 
spoke  without  the  typical  Negroid 
accent  and  asked  where  I  was  heading. 

"Joliet','  I  said. 

"This  is  no  place  for  a  pretty 
blonde  girl.  What  brings  you  into 
this  neighborhood?"  Just  as  suddenly 
as  he  had  bounded  over  to  my  car,  he 
grabbed  hold  of  my  already  bruised 
arm  and  demanded  to  know  where  I  got 
the  bruises.  "Who  done  that  to  you?" 
he  demanded.  "Who's  been  bothering 
you?" 

I  was  trembling.  I  knew  he  could 
feel  me  trembling.   "I  just  have  to  get 
home.  I'm  looking  for  $1  South.  Won't 
you  please  help  me.  I  just  want  to 
avoid  trouble," 

"Looks  like  you  already  had 
trouble,"  he  said.  With  a  slow,  smooth 
movement,  he  reached  his  hand  to  my 
hair  and  pulled  out  the  pins  holding 
it  in  the  twist.  My  hair  tumbled  down 
my  bare  back.  Damn!  liny  had  I  worn 
that  dress.  He  just  as  suavely  backed 
off  and  invited  me  to  go  for  coffee. 

My  first  impulse  was  to  speed 
away  but  his  auto  blocked  mine.  I 
certainly  couldn't  run,  I  toyed  with 
the  idea  of  telling  him  I  was  critical:! v 
ill.  Then  decided  against  it.  If  he 
thought  I  was  haLpless. . .then  again... 
"look,  I've  got  a  baby  at  home  -  a 
husband  too. . .they'll  be  worried  about 
me.  I  was  just  at  the  hospital  for 
emergency   treatment.." 

"Dcn't  look  like  there's  anything 
wrong  with  you,"  he  smiled. 

"I  realise  that  but  see  my  arm..." 
I  y$& -stammering .   "I  have  a  blood 


and  it  should  take  the  better  part  of 
the  morning.  Do  you  mind  if  I  have  a 
few  of  my  associates  go  over  you  and 
give  you  a  quick  exam?  They  will  need 
some  background  information  also."  His 
manner  was  telling,  not  asking.  He  re- 
minded me  of  the  lions  I  had  seen  at  the 
campus  entry. 

Those  bumbling  interns  just  made 
things  worse.  They  weren't  polished  like 
Howe  and  Jenski.  Their  faces  read  panic 
when  they  saw  my  ankles  were  one  massive 
bruise.  Large  finger  prints  on  my 
upper  arm  were  new.  They  hadn't  been 
there  this  morning.  The  baby  had  pro- 
bably done  it  and  I  hadn't  even  txaon 
aware.  Not  a  pretty  sight  with  my  sui>- 
dress... RATS!  I'd  have  to  wear  that 
wool  sweater  all  day  or  face  the  curious 
stares .  It  was  after  twelve  when  the 
interns  finished  and  Jenski  returned. 

"Well,  young  lady,  how  are  my  assoc- 
iates treating  you?" 

"Just  fine  doc,  but  they  need  more 
experience  in  hiding  their  thoughts  when 
they  look  at  bruised  bodies."  I  pre- 
tended to  laugh. 

"Just  for  the  records,  I'm  going  to 
tell  them  what  I  told  you."  His  voice 
was  almost  defiant j  he  spoke  softly  but 
it  still  managed  to  have  a  defiant  roar. 
"It's  not  as  bad  as  it  looks.  I  just 
think  someone  is  treating  you  too 
roughly." 

They  all  mustered  up  a  forced  laugh. 
I  couldn't  find  the  humor  in  it.  "I 
don't  mean  to  imply  that  the  condition 
can  be  ignored.  I'm  going  to  send  my 
findings  to  Howe  and  have  him  keep  in 
touch  on  your  progress .  If  he  has  any 
questions,  have  him  call  my  office." 
Jenski  hetLd  the  door  while  the  obedient 
interns  filed  out  ahead  of  them.  I 
was  sure  they  would  be  on  the  firing 
range  within  minutes.  They  too  were  his 
prey. 

I  had  expected  to  feel  relief  after 
this  appointment.  There  was  none  to  be 
had.  I  felt  so  empty,  as  though  I  had 
been  violated.  I  wandered  back  to  the 
parking  lot  in  a  stupor. 

"What  section  is  your  car  in,  ladah? 
I  say,  what  section  is  your  car  parked 
in?"  asked  the  attendant,  but  the  sec- 
ond time,  he  had  hold  of  my  arm. 

"Let  go  of  my  arm.  You're  hurting 
me  I"  I  screamed. 

"Look  ladah,  I  wasn't  hurting  you. 
You  was  in  another  world.  Youse  better 
snap  out  of  that  before  youse  hit  the 
road!" 

Brazen  Black!  I  thought.  I  was 
glad  I  had  my  wits  about  me  and  hadn't 
dared  to  call  him  black  to  his  face . 

Behind  the  wheel,  I  realized  that 
the  sun  was  at  its  peak  and  that  the 
empty  streets  of  the  morning  had  given 
way  to  the  decidedly  black  population. 
I  seemed  to  have  invaded  their  territory. 
This  was  their  jungle.  As  panic  rushed 
through  me,  I  rolled  up  all  the  windows. 
I'd  just  have  to  suffer  out  the  heat 
until  I  got  out  of  the  park.  A  half- 
mile  or  so  down  the  boulevard  I  could 
see  marchers.  It  was  easy  to  turn  off 
before  they  blocked  my  path.  Down  two 
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blocks  and  I  might  be  able  to  circle 
back.  No  way!  There  were  thousands 
of  them!  I  continued  on  a  few  blocks 
hoping  that  the  marchers  wouldn't  sud- 
denly decide  to  turn  in  my  direction. 
I  pulled  into  a  filling  station.  From 
outward  appearances,  it  appeared  de- 
serted. I  prayed  to  see  a  white  face. 
No  such  luck  -  a  small  man  -  no,  he 
was  more  of  a  kid  -  slowly  came  toward 
the  car.  I  quickly  rolled  down  the 
window  a  bit  to  a&k  if  he  could  direct 
me  to  Interstate  57  a0  that  I  could 
piok  up  80  and  avoid  Uqe  park. 

"Nope!" 

"Nope,  what?"  I  ask»d. 

"Nope,  I  can't  direcx  you  no  where, 
^son." 

*•  was  stunned.  He  actually  appear- 
ed stupid «  Could  be  he  was... but  I 
thought  not .  h  yellow  Chrysler  pulled 
into  the  pump  ahead  of  me.  A  yow 
man,  about  five -e levels ^  dressed  in  « 
pale  blue  linen  suit,  hopped  <jut  of 
the  car.  He  wore  white  kid  shoqs  and 
gloves .  He  was  the  best  looking  »nan 
I  had  ever  laid  eyes  on.  He  was  tc>Q 
dark  for  white  and  all  but  too  light 
for  Negro.  He  was  totally  out  of  placb. 
I  hollared  back  at  the  attendant  to 
ask  the  man  for  directions  for  me.  I 
chuckled  at  the  sight  this  "Daper  Dan" 
presented.  It  left  my  mind  open  as  to 
what  his  trade  might  be.  This  "Dan" 
walked  with  a  grace  that  said  "business." 
My  first  impression  began  to  dwindle. 
His  eyes  were  demanding  aniS  clear.  He 
spoke  without  the  typical  Negroid 
accent  and  asked  where  I  was  heading. 

"Joliety  I  said. 

"This  is  no  place  for  a  pretty 
blonde  girl.  What  brings  you  into 
this  neighborhood?"  Just  as  suddenly 
as  he  had  bounded  over  to  my  car,  he 
grabbed  hold  of  my  already  bruised 
arm  and  demanded  to  know  where  I  got 
the  bruises.  "Who  done  that  to  you?" 
he  demanded.  "Who's  been  bothering 
you?" 

I  was  trembling.  I  knew  he  could 
feel  me  trembling.  "I  just  have  to  get 
home.  I'm  looking  for  §7  South.  Won't 
you  please  help  me.  I  just  want  to 
avoid  trouble." 

"Looks  like  you  already  had 
trouble,"  he  said.  With  a  slow,  smooth 
movement,  he  reached  his  hand  to  my 
hair  and  pulled  out  the  pins  holding 
it  in  the  twist.  My  hair  tumbled  down 
my  bare  back.  Damn!  Why  had  I  worn 
that  dress.  He  just  as  suavely  backed 
off  and  invited  me  to  go  for  coffee. 

My  first  impulse  was  to  speed 
away  but  his  auto  blocked  mine.  I 
certainly  couldn't  run.  I  toyed  with 
the  idea  of  telling  him  I  was  critically 
ill.  Then  decided  against  it.  If  he 
thought  I  was  balpless. ..then  again... 
"look,  I've  got  a  baby  at  home  -  a 
husband  too.. .they'll  be  worried  about 
me.  I  was  just  at  the  hospital  for 
emergency  treatment." 

"Don't  look  like  there's  anything 
wrong  with  you,"  he  smiled. 

"I  realize  that  but  see  my  arm..." 
I  m& stammering.        "I  have  a  blood 


disease.     I  want  to  get  home  to  my  baby 
and  husband."     A  tear  fell  down  my  cheek. 
I  was  still  trembling.      "• 

"Ok,  follow  me.  I'll  get  you  on 
your  way."  He  got  behind  the  wheel  of 
his  car  and  started  off .    . 

I  planned  to  head  in  the  opposite 
direction  but  fear  of  the  marchers  made 
me  follow.     The  receptionist's  warning 
was  echoing  in  my  ears .  .  I  was  in  a  flood 
of  tears .     Only  a  prayer  left  my  lips  as 
I  fought  back  the  nausia  that  had  ever- 
taken  me.     I  mentally  vowed  that  one 
turn  down  an  alley  and  I'd  brave  the 
mobs  rather  than  him. 

He  drove  onto  the  thorough-fare, 
down  the  militia-lined  streets .     They 
wore  helmets  and  swrnn^  their  rifles.     I 
felt  like  a  re-run  of  the  10  o'clock 
news.     We. drove  through  two  blocks  of 
jeering  and  throwing  of  articles  when  a 


group  broke  through  the  militia's  blocks, 
Two  of  them  jumped  onto  my  car  and  be- 
gan shouting    obscenities,  I  was  no  long- 
er crying.     My  fight  was  there  1     I  knew 
I  could  shoot  them  I     If  only  I  had  a 
rifle  I     Now  two  others  were  rocking  my 
car.     "Dan"  suddenly  picked  up  speed. 
It  was  either  keep  up  or  face  the  crowd. 
They  were  shirtless  and  vulgar  I     He 
shot  down  an  alley... I  after  him.     I 
gave  no  thought  to  the  consequence.     Any- 
thing was  better  than  what  lay  behind. 
Down  a  second  alley,  he  laid  on  his 
horn  and  motioned  me  to  the  Interstate 
ramp  ahead.     He  pulled  over  allowing  me, 
to  take  the  lead. 

I  floored  the  accellerator  and 
watched  in  the  rear-view  mirror,  expec- 
ting him  to  follow.     He  did  as  I  expec- 
ted.    He  passed  me  as  we  neared  the 
next  exit,   tipped  his  r.at  and  smiled.     I 
think  he  expected  me  to  follow. 

Half  of  me,  did  follow.     I  wanted 
to  say  thanks  -  thanks  for  understanding 
thanks  for  not  making  me  your  prey.     I 
was  grateful  -  grateful  for  that  dumb 
bruised  arm. 
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Robert  Newsome 


ATOMIC  POWER  PLANT 


I  work  in  an  atomic  power  plant.  I  got  the  job 
because  only  I  know  the  secret  German  phrases  to  open 
the  reactor  room  door  in  the  morning.  So  anyway  one 
day  we  were  all  standing  outside  drinking  beer  and 
smoking  just  before  our  shift  began,  waiting  for  the 
door  to  let  us  in  so  we  could  punch  our  timecards . 

That  day  there  was  a  test  scheduled.  During  a 
test  of  the  emergency  power  output  we  always  run  the 
reactor  real  fast.  Mot  fast  enough  so  it  would  blow 
up  but  just  fast  enough  to  make  the  alarm  bells  ring. 
During  a  brownout  this  pumps  a  lot  more  electricity 
into  the  power  lines,  enough  to  last  awhile. 

So  I, .muttered  the  code  phrase  to  the  door  and 
punched  in,  sat  down  and  began  to  operate  the  heavy 
shift- lever  type  controls  to  begin  the  test. 

The  moths  fluttered  about  in  the  eerie  light  from 
the  reactor  core  getting  larger  and  smaller...  the 
smaller  ones  vanish  into  an  alternate  universe  where 
their  wings  are  pretty.  But  the  larger  ones,  mutated 
into  extreme  sizes,  roam  around  in  the  halls  of  the 
installation  and  we  have  to  fight  them  off  with  a  whip 
and  a  chair  because  the  security  guards  won't  let  us 
use  their  laser  beam  guns  to  kill  anything. 

Oh,  they'll  loan  us  the  gun- to  repair  tiny  breaks 
in  the  circuitry,  tut  never  to  kill  anything. 

But  anyway,  to   make  it  short,  it  was  my  turn  to 
go  in  next  to  the  reactor  and  repaint  the  warning   sign 
on  the  side  of  it  with  a  big  lead  stencil,  and  as  I 
stood  there  holding  up  the  stencil  the  reactor  let  go 
with  a  loud  bang  and  a  pencil- thin  beam  of  radiation 
seared  across  my  chest.  I  plugged  the  hole  quickly 
with  an  ice  pick  I  had  in  *  ny  pocket,  but  that  really 
is  how  my  T-shirt  got  RADIOACTIVE. 

...edge  matrix  grid  packaged  spatial  solid  mass 
and  before  you  could  say  pray  we  wuz  Chair-on- arrival 
in  a  big  red  bursting  bubble  on  the  astral  plane  surface 
to  investigate  disturbance  of  the  universal  peace. 

. .  .slide  axi  diagram  echoed  sad  shape  in  my  report 
when  vision  didn't  clear  up  right  away.  Nothing  native 
left  there  in  the  time  to  land  forgot  just  busybodies 
Sb-^-uig  lights  that  sqy^,r,TT^'ivP:*7al  Peace   " 


Robert  Newsome    (son't) 
ion  lag 


breeze^  of  the  island  -whisper 
of  the  future  flyer 
product  of  the  earth 
a  special  one  to  join  the. sky 
and  float  upon  the  wind 

but  the  soil  does  darkly  disagree 
clutching  tightly  by  the  roots 
'ver  flower  children 
Qiesn't  set  them  free    " 

"'ctness  later"  laughs  the  wind 
TOndraws  to  plan  the  scene 
&-ri  steal  the  island  bride 

gratingly  in  time  the  story 
wins  ^he  fancy  of  the  earth 

the  legend  is  adopted  there 

prepay  the  one  the  air  does 
promise  will  fulfill  by  other 
powers  ?o  to  grant  the  flower 
flight 

and  the  "toatS  that  bear 
the  ageri's  billowed  sails  appear 
to  civiljze  the  land  and  thus 
prepare  -Bre  way  to  raise  one 
higher  by  v,he  human  hand 

many  hued  and  colored  Kinds 
of  other  flower  do  they  bring 
all  are  solemn  jealous  at  the 
promised  wcnder  sky  and  earth 
in  wedding  • 

"one  among  roa"  voiced  the  wind 
will  soon  awaken  she  is  chosen 
flies  with  'oe 

many  years  tile  gardener 
cultivated  these  grand  others 
hues  and  colors  borne  upon  the 
green. .to  grace  the  chamber  table 

legend  of  the  earth  ignores  them 

it  was  grown  among  the  grasses 
til  a  maiden  of  tbe  island 
got  the  blossom  near  the  garden 
soon  to  die  of  thirst  alone 
ajtd.  stolen  from  the  earth  .,.  . 


"hasten  now"  the  wind 
reproves  her 
"bear  the  prairie  flower 
•climbing  oook  -tAto  •tower" 

maiden  tool  of  wind  that 
moves  her 

bore  the  prairie  flower 
climbing  sought  the  tower 
just  to  sense  the  power, 
of  the  view  expressed 
upon  the  maze  of  tiny 
boxes  far  below  and  threw 
it  from  her 

- 

quite  amazed  to  watch  it 
rising  ever  higher 
out  of  sight 

expecting  its*  return 
to  earth  as  Galileo 
once  explained 

maiden  later  climbs  the 
tower  throwing  flowers 
daily 

all  are  falling 
just  the  same   i /...-,  ! 

ignorance  of  the  law  i& 
ho  excuse  for  such 
behavior 

thought  she  to  herself 

and  blew  the  wind  a  kiss 
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debate  death  rate 
inmate  fate  date 
don't  wait  equate 
sedate  bridge  mate 
rebate  charge  plate 
oblate  agate 
uncrate  sensate 
too  late  null  state 
estate  jailbait 
spate  ate  wave  gate 
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Robert  Nev/some  (con't) 
INSANE  ASYLUM 

"Ribbie,  do  come  from  your  sultry  domestic  environment 
of  sound  and  doctor  the  wound  inflicted  clumsily  with  this 
butcher's  tool. "...a  request  in  dialogue  rather  loudly 
conveyed  for  such  a  small  apartment  with  walls  paperthin. 

Followed  from  far  away  by  Ribbie,  who  lay  lost  in  a 
spiral  whirlpool  of  moving  waves,  and  Ribbie  who  knows  she 
cannot  read  lips  removes  her  phones  a  bit  and,  of  course, 
requires  repetition  of  the  utterance .  Caught  up  in  the 
balance  for  moments,  she  is  aware  only  of  her  companion's 
gaze.  She  knows  the  summons  to  ccme  and  play  games,  and 
bounces  from  her  waterbed.  Smoothly  leaving  the  phones  on 
her  desk  on  her  way  to  her  dressing  room,  she  carefully 
extracts  gauze  and  an  antibiotic  from  the  shelf. 

"Preparing  a  dish  of  Chinese  extraction  by  the  smell" 

"Small  in  proportion  and  spicy  by  nature,  a  glance  at 
the  clock  -while  chopping  celery  brought  unsteady  motion  to 
my  surgeon's  hands  and  I  did  swoon  at  sight  of  shed  blood" 

Palm  to  forehead  and  watch. 

"Such  drama  you  do  unfold" 

A  click  from  the  other  room  heralds  the  turn  of  the 
eight-track,  and  Ribbie  is  on  the  run  to  enjoy  the  last- 
minute  developments  in  plot,  as  Karen  attempts  with  amuse- 
ment to  return  to  her  kitchen  chess  problem,  weighing  knives 
and  muttering  to  her  cookbook,  "I'm  sorry,  Mr.  Chan.  From 
sheepish  viewpoint,  it  would  appear  you  are  very  much  in 
error  at  this  point  in  plot  development." 

"Shimmering  heat  waves  rise  from  my  gastronomic al 
delicacy,  like  a  plain  and  possible  future  fog,  to  shroud 
the  city  lights  like  radiant  flies  trapped  in  ambling 
arteries,  the  gassed  and  pointless  passions  of  pure-minded 
orderlies  live  yet  within  my  rounded  tummy,  and  you  too 
would  enjoy  these  fortune  cookies  on  the  dish,  under  glass 
and  safe  from  alien  germs" 

Bits  of  celery  carefully  portioned,  Karen  turns  to  her 
stew  and  is  mildly  shocked  to  observe  Ribbie 's  waterproof 
floating  amid  the  bubbles  at  the  bottom  of  the  pot. 

"Snake  eyes" 

Sunrise  in  the  city  of  light.  Joe  on  duty  at  the 
reception  desk  alone  for  a  timeless  moment  between  calls,  .. 
reading  a  romantic  novel,  and  caught  up  in  private  thoughts, 
is  distracted  by  concerned  friends  and  called  to  the  window 
to  watch.  The  beloved  phone  rings,  and  Ribbie  and  Karen 
run  for  the  elevator,  a  book  of  crossword  puzzles  in  the  pocket 
of  her  faded  jeans,  and  the  click  of  Ribbie 's  high  heels 
punctuates  the  echo  from  the  snap  of  the  elevator  down 
a  long  telescopic  hall.  Square  tiles  set  in  perfect  row 
witness  the  change  of  shift.  Mechanically  submerged,  the 
beast  nature  in  Ribbie  is  replaced  by  the  cold  technical 
precision  of  a  near  perfect  tool,  refined  technical  skills 
milled  by  years  of  training  are  instantly  at  the  ready. 

"All  clear" 

Stopping  briefly  in  surgery,  Ribbie  obtains  a  sterile 
white  surgical  mask  as  a  surprise  for  Karen  later,  and 
prepares  to  face  Miss  Morgan,  her  superior  on  the  psycho- 
logical floor,  a  few  calculated  minutes  late. 

A  few  rounds  of  blood  pressure  and  pill  deployment 
later  the  day  begins  in  earnest  for  her,  and  she  walks 
among  the  patients,  analyzing  delusions  of  reference, 
giving  cosmetic  advice,  indulging  in  the  extremes  of  her 
logical  mind,  charting  diseases  and  trying  to  keep  the  ward 
sane,  despite  the  protracted  abreactions  to  chemotherapy. 

It  all  goes  down  on  the  charts  in  terms  of  Freudian 
slips,  enlarged  pupilae,  butterflies  of  the  stomach,  and 
frequent  explosive  headaches. 

Drugs  can  be  of  significant  value,  when  used  in  a 
conscientiously  applied  program  of  mental  hygiene,  and 
regular  professional  care. 


(TWENTY  WO) 


Renee  Rovenhagen 
ALL  RIGHT,  ALL  RIGHT 

have  yo*\  ever*  listened  to  the  conversation 

of  jfehg  people  in  today's  younger  generation? 
being  s,  young  person  myself  i  have  to  admit 

monotonous  expletives  exist  that  we  could  omit- 
for  example 3  my  boyfriend  bought  a  van  for  $UOO.OO  —  a  good  deal 

•t:±3  canment  on-  the  purchase  was" —  "for  real,  for  real*" 
my  yotnger  sister  who  ;lis  tens  to  John  Denver  day  in  and  day  out 

looked  at  the  van  in the  driveway, and exlaimed,  "far  out I" 
the  next  do ox  neighbor  kid  in  a  frenzied  flight 

ran  from  his  upstairs  apartment  to  the  bottom  floor  crying  —  " dynamite  V 
as  my  boyfriend  licked  on  his  ice  cream  cone  —  chocolate  mint  double  dip, 

his  best  friend  pulled  in,  flipped  him  the  thumb,   and  yelled  — 'that's  hip." 
my  l6~yeur-old  brother,  who  can  prove  himself  a  fool, 

hung  his  thumbs  in  his  jeans,  dragged  on  a  smoke,   and  said,   "cool,  man,  cool^ 
now  after  listening  to  everyone's  comments  i  knew  what  they  meant, 

i  waited  for  a  moment  of  silence  and  joined  in  with,   "decent!" 

after  hearing' a  tj^pical  7founger  generation  conversation, 
wouldn't  you  agree  there's  room  for  some  elimination? 


MIDNIGHT  MOON 

i  see  -he  night  touching  the  curtains-,  first  it  was  orange 
your  fingers  touching  my  hair.  then 

the  bed  is  tired  of  me  it  came  pure  white 
kicking  it's1  sheets  and 

and  flipping  it  s   pillows .  blew  out  its 

it  doesn't  understand  that  albino  strangeness 

it's  you  who  everyone 

■^eeps  me  up  at  night,  looked  at  it 

light  shining,  sheets  thrown,  ard  laughed. 

ink  fro* ;  poems  riding  the  wrinkles.  stoned... 


NOTHING  TO  DO 

i  have  nothing  to  do 

yet  there  is  eo  much  of  me  undone. 

if  i  had  a  needle  and  thread 

i'd  stitch  all  the  open  wounds."  „■'. 

you  have  left  me. 

i'd  mend  my  sleepless  nights  together 

with  my  "too  many  people"  days 

and  try  to  make  the  hems  meet. 

if  i  had  a-pswfc  brush  and  paint 

i'd  paint  your  name  on  a  condemned  building 

and  cheer  as  the  crane  destroyed  the  structure. 

there  would  be  no  solution  for  rebuilding  the  remains. 

if  i  had  a  song  with  no  lyrics 

i'd  write  the  words  you  gave  me 

and  sing  it  in  a  canyon  — 

the  echo  always  remaining  for  only  the  stones  to  hear 

if  i  had  a  lock  and  key,         .....,,  ./  • 

i'd  lock  away- 'my  memory  of  you,.- 

and  throw  the  key  where  i'd  never  find  it. 

i  wouldn't  recall  you  near  me..        ".; .". 

if  i  only  had  nothing  to  do.        - 

if . . . 4 ' tjnnoiily «hgg  nothing  to  do:  with  you. 


(TWENTY  THREE) 


Renee  Rovenhagen    (con't) 
THE  'PERFECT'  PLAN 

i  bet  he  had  it  all  planned 
carefully, 
cf'  course,  he  couldn't  have  had  a  scaffold 

but  he  could  have  swung  the  tied  and  twisted  bed  sheet 
around  the  bars  on  the  window  ledge, 

the  one  closest  to  the  radiator, 
he'd  have  sent  the  guard  down  the  hallway 
to  some  other  cell  so  that 

—  NO  ONE—-* 

would  be  around, 
it  would' ve  been  perfect, 
he  would've  finally  been  free, 
he  probably  looked  around  one  last  time 5 
turned  his  radio  up; 
checVed  the  hallway  again 3 
and  stepped  on  the  radiator. 
the  sheet  would  have  been  just  hanging  there,  waiting  for  him. 
(i  can  see  him  in  my  mind, 

slipping  the  knot  over  bis  head, 
slowly  tightening  the  cloth  about  bin  throat 
and  then,  closing  his  eyes — ) 

but  th?  guard  walked  back  to  the  cell  too  soon, 

see,  the  radio  was  on  too  loud  and  it  caused  a  dis-bwtl»*«*oo t 

the  man's  life  was  saved 

because  of  the  guard. 

(the  guard  received  a  promotion  in  honor  of  Viis  vi<»itAt  s^fwwiij 
the  man  xvas  sent  to  the  hospital  for  treatment  of  a  slight  concussion 

he  received  when  >.e  slipped,  climbing  off  the  radiator, 
he  only  .vanted  to  die  —  he  only  wairhed  to  ba.free. 


CIGARETTE  BUTTS... 

cigarette  butts  overflowed  onto  the  table 

while  sheets  geometrically  covered  the  bed. 
dishes  waded  in  the  sink, 

.    pans  sat  comfortably  on  the  table  top. 
the  curtains  seemed  only  to  hide  dirt  brown  bricks  behind  them, 

not  the  slowly  fading  light. 
we  fell  together,  a  tunnel  of  time . 
me  .all  of  you  1 
you  all  of  me . 


FJHPLE,   GREEN,   GOLD 


Purple,  green,  gold  and 

sunshine 
s:.-eep  my  feet 
that  w-^llv  ±u  vn3  cinnamon- 
benccbh  me . 
Silky,  smooth, 

the  cloth  cools  me. 
i  journey  into  stranger's  eyes, 

live  in  their  mouths, 
sleep  in  their  hands, 
they  thank  me  with 
their 
to^ch . 
people  love  my  skirts  and  me 
for  i  am  a 

troubador . 


(fpir^rr"  r^TR), 


Richard  Merrill 


THE  STORM 


" when  it  reached  32  degrees 

in  Bismark.  North  Dakota  last  night." 

"Jesus  Christ i" 

My  hand  froze  in  place  on  the  vol- 
ume knob  on  the  radio  as  my  ears  caught 
the  last  part  of  the  weather  broadcast. 
32  degrees  in  Bismark  in  the  middle  of 
June?  That  sounded  awful.  Of  course , 
32  degrees  anywhere  sounded  awful  in  the 
middle  of  June.  It  sounded  more  awful 
in  Bismark  because  I  was  headed  there! 
My  unconscious  hand,  still  resting  on 
the  volume  knob,  managed  to  turn  the 
radio  off. 

"Oh,  well,"  I  spoke  out  loud  to  my- 
self. "Something  like  that  only  happens 
once  in  a  coon's  age.  It  can't  get 
that  cold  tonight.  No  way." 

I  reached  under  the  seat  and  pulled 
out  a  tape,  at  random.  Without  looking 
to  see  what  it  was,  I  popped  it  in  the 
stereo.  A  barely- audible  Aeorsmith  song 
hummed  over  the  speakers .  I  stretched 
out  as  fat'  as  I  coulrl  and  laid  back  in 
the  driver's  seat. 

Everything  was  perfect.  I  had  three 
whole  weeks  to  screw  around,  so  I  decided 
to  take  advantage  of  it.  The  Dakotas 
wox-e  a  place  that  I  had  always  wanted 
to  see,  so  I  loaded  up  my  van  and  took 
off,  without  telling  anyone.  I  went  to 
South  Dakota  first  and  saw  the  Black 
Hills,  Mt.  Rushmore,  the  whole  shootin' 
match.  Yep?  the  first  week  and  a  half 
went  smooth  as  silk.  No  problems  at  all. 
The  van  decided  to  run  right  for  a 
change  and  I  finally  remembered  to  take 
everything  I  needed  with  me .  Just  the 
kind  of  vacation  I  needed.  And  boy, 
I.  needed  this  vacation!  One  more  all- 
night  shift  in  that  dump  would  have  put 
me  six  feet  under  for  sure!  Thank  God 
I'd  be  on  days  when  I  got  back!  Not  too 
bad  for  getting  my  shit  together  and 
shoving  off  on  the  ?pur  of  the  moment! 

I  looked  at  my  watch.  It  was  li:l|j?. 
My  eyes  roaaed  over  the  rolling  mounds 
of  green  landscape.  My  vision  caught 
sight  of  a  billboard  ahead.  I  focused 
my  eyes  on  the  cheap,  stenciled  lettering 
of  the  sign  as  I  got  closer: 

CAMPING 

2  MILES 

AHEAD. 

ONLY  1  MILE 

FROM 

DOWNTOWN 

BISMARK, 

SWIMMING 

SHOWERS,  LAUNDRY 

ALL  HOOIC-UPS 

TENTS,  TRAILERS, 

SLEEPING  BAGS. 
Well,  it  was  starting  to  get  dark 
and  roy  stomach  was  growling  like  it  was 
mad  at  mo.  Just  as  good  as  a  place  as 
any  to  crash  out  for  the  night,  I  guess. 
Besides,  tomorrow,  I  could  putt  on   over 
to  Bismark  and  go  on  another  one  of   my 
souvenier-buying  binges. 


I  followed  all  the  signs  I  came  to 
until  I  found  the  aamping  area-  Wow! 
You'd  think  when  a  place  looked  this 
ritzy,  they  could  afford  to  make  better 
signs.  It  was  one  of  those  places  where 
all  you  see  are  acres  of  big,  expensive 
RVs.  A  22-foot  Concord  here,  a  2G  f  o0t 
Holiday  there,  and  assorted  GMC's.  A 
32-foot  Winnebago  sat  right  out  in  front  1 
Man,  is  this  gonna  cost  me!  I  saw  a 
large,  anchored,  white  unit  with  OFFICE 
scrawled  across  the  front,  faded,  wooden 
door.  Well,  might  as  well  go  on  in  and 
get  the  big  bust  over  with.  Turning 
off  Aerosmith,  leaving  the  engine  running 
and  checking  my  watch  again,  I  got  out 
of  the  van  and  went  in. 

After  sh opting  the  bull  with  a 
middle-aged  woman  about  the  weather, 
dishing  out  $5.75  ($5-75!  Can  you  believe 
it!?!),  and  picking  up  a  trash  bag,  a 
list  of  DOs  and  DON'Ts  and  my  receipt, 
an  oozingly  fat,  old  man  riding  a  mini- 
bike  showed  me  my  campsite  and  I  soon 
got  settled  in  for  the  evening. 

1  sat  in  my  van  for  a  long  time 
after  parking  it  in  the  campsite  I. 
just  cat  there  and  noticed  how  my  brand 
new  van  of  h  years  ago  was  going  to  hell. 
The  once-pure-white-but-now-dingy-yellow 
shag  carpeting,  engulfing  the  entire 
inside,  was  starting  to  shed  all  over 
itself.  The  strobe  light  conked  out 
six  months  ago.  The  torn  pillows  lit- 
tered the  already-dirty  floor  with  chick- 
en feathers.  The  outside  showed  un- 
sightly rust  spots  on  the  rich,  black 
iinish.  Yeah,  I  decided  right  then  that 
as  soon  as  I  got  back  home,  I  was  going 
to  sell  this  heap.  Well,  at  least  the 
stereo  still  worked.  If  the  van  goes, 
the  tape  deck  stays.  With  that  thought 
in  mind,  I  popped  Aerosmith  back  in, 
turned  it  up,  moved  over  to  the  cooler, 
stepping  over  my  sleeping  bag,  fishing 
rod,  and  suitcase  on  the  way,  pulled 
out  a  beer  and  stretched  out  on  the  floor. 

As  soon  as  I  finished  my  IBR,  I 
went  outside.  The  diminishing  sun  still 
threw  a  few  wispy  rays  of  light  through 
the  large,  green,  mushrooming  trees 
which  surrounded  my  campsite.  Two  trees 
stood  on  the  side  that  the  van's  side 
door  was  on   and  a  smaller  one  stood  on 
the  other  side.  A  pink  (That's  right! 
Pink!)  picnic  table  sat  between  the  two 
larger  trees. 

You  think  you've  accomplished  some» 
thing  by  driving  300  miles  a  day  when 
you  qo   on  a  long  vacation  like  this,  but 
it's  a  bitch.  A  couple  of  times  today, 
I  got  the  feeling  that  I  was  contract- 
ing ringworm  of  the  ass  from  sitting 
behind  the  wheel  so  much.  That's  why, 
right  then,  I  wanted  to  take  a  walk.  I 
went  back  into  the  van,  got  anotii^' 
can  of  beer,  turned  off  Aeorsmith  and 
went  back  outside  to  do  some   looking 
around. 

I  walked  toward  the  Kick  of  the 
campground.  It  ^as  quiet.  All  that 
could  be  heard   were  a  soft  breezo 


rustling  the  subtle  leaves  of  the  trees 
above  me  and  ray  own  feet  brushing  through 
the  dark,  green  grass  as  I  walked.     Before 
me  was  a  barracade  of  trees  and  fol'iacje 
with  a  small  path  that  led  through  it. 
I  f  o-jnd  myself  standing  on  the  shore  of 
a  smell,  shallow,  wildly- running  river. 
The  shore  was  covered  with  rocks  of  all 
size?,   shapes, and  colors.     My  feet  sank 
into  tne  soft,  brown  mud.     On  the  other 
V*de  of  the  thin,  muddy  river  was  what 
njpeared  to  be  a  small  mountain,  a  wall 
o*  store ,  the  top  being  spotted  with  thin, 
l'*fles3  trees,  wispy  bushes  and  small, 
rogh  patches  of  taU,  yellow  grass. 
Sv.jis  of  red,  orange  and  purple  snaked 
th-oigh  this  r.reat  wall.     The  deep,  blue 
sky  titlined  it  just  right  and  tiny, 
minvt,  white  clouds  peeked  out  from  be- 
hind ;t . 

*y  vision  of  nature  was  interrupted 
by  a  nrian;  a  girl.     She  held  what  appear- 
ed tob  a  camera.     She  stood  about  20 
yards  .*$m  j^o.     She  then  aimed  the  camera 
toward  je  wall  of  stone.     She  stood 
erect  -:s  she  took  pic  bures  .     She  wore 
what  lov<2c!  like  brand  new  blue  jeans  and 
a  red  sv.tcr.     Her  hair  was  long  and 
auburn  a.  the  last  few  remaining  moments 
of  sun?.i§»  gave  it  a  sort  of  reddish 
appearanu, 

"Cciie!" 

Thevjice  came  from  beijjuud  the  tree 
barracade    it  was  the  voice  of  an  older 
woman.     Tfc  girl  brought  the  camera  down 
to  her  fro--  and  snapped  her  head  around 
in  one  flu  notion. 
"Ccnr.  in 

"Coni'ii  £ne  answered. 
She  tc    off  at  a  brisk  walk  and 
vanished  behi;  the  trees. 

I  stood here  a  while  longer,  watch- 
ing the  swirl  f  color  in  the  reel:.     They 
still  swirled  r  my  mind  a"  I  turned 
away  to  leave. 

It  was  cri  now.  I  sat  on  the  pic- 
nic table  witt a  *c?r  and  a  plain  bologna 
sandirich,  watcing  %h@  other  campers. 

Let  it  I  known  that  the  weirdest 
people  in  the</orld  are  found  in  camping 
areas.     I  was iar.<ed . on  a  hill  and  down 
below  me,  to  y  "-eft,  was  a  couple,  pro- 
bably mid  die  Aged,  who  wer^  sacking  out 
in  a  2-man  jT-ter^.     That  may  not  be  so 
-.reird,  but  o£y  cradled  into  this  modified 
Hefty  bag  string  a  pair  of  expensive, 
aionograniiv-i    silk  pajamas.     Dox.-a  on  my 
right  was  f  Hells  Angel,  propped  up 
against  ii>  motorcycle,  eating  a  can  of 
Pringlaf.    On  the  ground  beside  him  was* 
a  moth-jc^en,  green,  canvas  sleeping  bag. 

J#  wind  had  now  changed  from  a 
soft,  Rowing  breeze  to  short,  quick 
gust?.    It  vas  starting  to  cloud  up  too.1 
It  vis  obvious  we  were  going  to  get  a 
litUe  rain  tonight. 

V&  Coleman  lar.tern  beside  me  had 
already  fizzled  out.     I  fimally  took  it 
ar.d  tae  remainder  of  my  beer  into  the  van, 
unfolded  my  sleeping  bag  and  crashed  out 
for  soe  night. 

flocking, 

Back  and  forth, 

Hocking, 

Back 

and 

*"~rth,  /-.r,--,    ■ 


I  3at  straight  up  in  the  darkness. 
"What  the  f ?!??!" 

The  van  was  shaking. 

"Thank  God  it  was  only  a  dr ! " 

It  was  still  shaking.  I  was  wide 
awake  and  the  damn  van  was  still  shaking, 
I  was  in  a  cold  sweat. 

"Who  the  hell's  rocking  the  boat, 
man?" 

Then  I  heard  the  roar.  The  roar  of 
the  wind.  I  heard  the  solid  sheets  of 
rain  collide  with  the  van.  I  heard 
the . broken  bramches  scraping  the  top  of 
the  van. 

I  got  up,  lit  the  lantern,  put  the 
keys  in  the  ignition,  turned  on  the  radio 
and  tried  to  ?.ook  out  the  windshield. 

The  rain  was  coming  down  so  hard 
that  visibility  was  totally  nil.  All 
I  could  see  were  the  vague  ghosts  of 
headlights  as  the  campers  tried  to  get 
out  of  the  brutal  onslaught  of  precipi- 
tation . 

I  heard  my  uncle  say  once  that  a 
whole  pull-type  trailer  of  kids  were 
mashed  up  because  a  healthy  gust  of 
wind  eaught  them  while  they  were  going 
and  it  whipped  them  right  off  the  road. 

So 3   here  are  these  yoyos  with  big- 
ass  GMC's,  Holidays  and  Open  Roads 
doing  the  dumbest  thing  they  could  do. 
Hell,  I  wasn't  about  to  leave.  The  van 
was  pretty  small,  but  still  yet,  I 
could  end  up  in  a  pile-up  with  20  other 
cars.  I  might  get  lost  and  end  up  at 
God -knows -where.  I  could  end  up  getting 
crushed  by  a  Winnebago.  I  was  definitely 
staying  where  I  was  at! 

» mid  to  upper  UO's,  a  far 

cry  from  32  degrees,  folks!" 

The  last  part  of  the  weather  broad- 
cast almost  made  me  crack  up.  No,  it 
wasn't  32  out  tonight.  It  was  worse. 

Well,  one  thing  was  imminent.  No 
shut-eye  tonight.  My  hand  fumbled 
under  the  seat  for  a  tape.  I  turned 
off  the  weatherman  in  the  middle  of 
another  of  his  moronic  quips  and  put  on 
the  Eagles.  I  went  to  the  coder,  got 
a  Pabst,  went  back  to  the  driver's 
seat,  sat  down,  and,  as  the  lantern 
burned  brightly  .>  proceeded  to  stay  up 
all  night. 

I  woke  up  to  the  sound  of  the  birds 
singing  and  the  sight  of  the  morning  sun 
-  streaking  the  windshield.  I  checked 
xy  watch.  7: ih-     I  got  up,  shut  the 
Coleman  off  and  went  to  the  cooler  to 
get  a  beer.  Bnpty!  Out  of  beer!  Out 
of  food,  too!  Boy,  when  the  lousey  luck 
comes,  it  all  comes  in  one  stinking 
night,  doesn't  it? 

Well,  I  decided  that  since  I  was 
going  into  Bismark  today  anyway,  I  might 
as  well  go  on  a  little  necessity  shop- 
ping spree,  too.  I  yanked  the  2agles 
tape  out  and  opened  the  door  of  my  van. 
I  stepped  outside. 

I  couldn't  believe  it!  The  camp- 
ground looked  like  a  battle  ground .  Not 
a  solitary  human  being  was  in  sight, 
I  counted  only  six  campers  that  had 
stayed  through  the  night.  The  rest  had 
left.  Giant,  mangled  tree  limbs  lay 
everywhere.  One  of  the  giant  shade 
trees  on   my  site  was  alvost  ba ."■•->.  I 


could  tell  that  one  of  the  larger  "branches 
from  it  landed  on  top  of  my  van.  The 
wind  had  literally  taken  the  pink  picnic 
table  and  turned  it  upside  down.  I 
looked  across  the  street.  An  aluminum 
shed  war  thrown  about  20  feet  from  its 
anchored  spot.  It  was  totally  unrecog- 
nizable. It  looked  as  if  a  mighty  fist 
had  discarded  it  as  rubbish.  Freshly 
chopped  yjorsd.   littered  the  grounds  where 
a  firewocd  shed  was  demolished.  I  looked 
behind  me.  I  noticed  an  unsightly  dent 
on  the?  side  of  my  van.  Oh,  well.  Could 
have  been  worse.  Then  I  saw  something 
funny  in  all  of  this  mess.  The  elderly 
couple  in  the  silk  pajamas  and  the  put- 
tent  were  still  there.  They  were  cooking 
bro-jkfest  on  .an  open  fire  as  if  nothing 
had  happened.  The  Pringles-addicted 
Hell's  Angel,  on  the  other  hand,  was 
nowhere  in  sight. 

After  turning  the  picnic  table  right- 
side  up  and  using,  it  as  a. ladder  to. get 
the  enormous  branch  off  the  top  of  my 
van,  I  headed  out.  About  four  times ,  I 
had  to  dr-ive  entirely  off  the  roadway 
to  avoid  hitting  tree  limbs  and  other 
assorted  debris. 

After  leaving  the  desolate  camp- 
ground, I  headed  toward  Bismark.  A  couple 
of  times,  I  had  to  swerve  off  the  road 


to  avoid  hitting  downed  power  lines. 
Cars  were  pulled  over  to  the  side  of  the 
road,  abandoned  by  their  drivers.  I 
turned  on  the  radio. 

" time  is  only  7:1*5  and  it's 

72  degrees  out  already." 

After  the  DJ  played  another  song, 
the  weatherman  was  back  on  with  the 
casualties  of  last  night's  holocaust. 

My  eyes  suddenly  lit  up  at  a  sight 
about  a  half-mile  up  the  road.  A.  l&rge 
camper  laid  in  a  ditch  on  the  i^ght 
side  of  the  road.  It  looked  a- 5  if   it 
had  been  squeezed  out  like  a  used  sponge. 
An  ambulance  was  on  the  left  side  of 
the  road  and  cops  from  2  patrol  cars 
directed  traffic ,  which  was  easy  for 
them,  seeing  how  I  was  about  the  only 
vehicle  on  the  road, 

•Well,"  I  said  to  myself,  "that's 
what  happens  when  you  try  to  drive  a 
monster  like  that  in  shit  like  we  had 
last  night . " 

A  cop  was  motioning  me  to  go  on 
through  now. 

"Hate  to  say  it,"  I  spoke  out  loud 
to  myself  again,  "but  that's  where 
stupidity' 11  get  you." 

I  saw  something,  however,  that 
turned  my  mood  solemn.  My  brain  was 
mumb  as  I  drove  by  the  ambulance  atten- 
dants carrying,  on  a  stretcher,  the 
broken,  shattered  remains  of  a  girl 
wearing  bright  blue  jeans,  a  red  sweater, 
and  long,  flowing  auburn  hair. 


Jeff  Baldacci 


LOVE? 


ODE  TO  AN  EARTHWORM 


DO  X0lT  LOVE  MS? 

Come  a  little  closer,  girl 
DO  YOU  LOVE  ME? 

A  little  kiss  for  appetizer 
DO  I0U  LOVE  ME? 

Get  rid  of  those  clothes,   girl 
DO  YOU  LOVE  ME? 

And  climb  in  under  the  covers 
DO  YOU  LCVE  ME? 

Oooops,  don't  fall  off  the  bed, 
DO  YOU  LOVE  ME? 

Mmmrn,  this  feels  so  good 
DO  YOU  LOVE  ME? 

You  drive  m^  «"*"  o£  «W  hfi*d..  ^lr> 
DO  YOU  LOT-  >  itsfi 

00 00,  your  feet  are  cu-d 

ggHj^nu jlove  me?? -."? ?  f Vi 7TT 

Sssb":*\   I  aeed  sleep,  girl 
t  -iust  be  getting  old 


The  sun  beats  down  ''.' 

Plants  and  animals  brown 
In  a  muggy  sticky  heat 
But  the  earthworm  lives  en 
Comfortable  and  calm  ... 

In  his  cool  dark  re+.reat 

And   as  ik*.u  ■f.x-ied   ' 
Poau'ij  and  nature  to  hide 
dSx'i  -Qy  covering  with  concrete 
The  worm  travels  by 
Without  a  care  in  the  sky 
W^ttu-fc.'  he 'a  not  t-nd.n£  to  beat 
J  '.  ■    ' 

Destroy  the- surface 
And  rivers,  and'  streams 
And  each-other^  out  of  hate 
The  worm  still  lives  on 
Perhaps  more  comfortable  and  calm 
-  Without  worry  of  becoming  bait 

ACTS 


10,000  acres  all  to  myself 
myself  I  say  with  pride 
for  I  am  my  own  man 
and  havo  no  need  for  . 
acts  to  hide  behind 
But  sooner  or  later  the 
people  will  come 
and  acts  become  necessary 
for  lifo  in  crowds  makes 
acting  a  must  to  keep 
so-called  rcciet'r  "+  "."■ 


John  Puddicombe 

ALTERNATIVE  VIEW  (Title  for  people  over  2$) 

DIME  (Title  for  younger  folKs) 

(Titles  are  not  binding.  Despite  the 
age  of  the  reader,  he   or  she  may  choose 
which  ever  title  he  or  she  prefers.  If 
any  reader  has  a  better  title,  I  would 
love  to  see  it. 

Thanx, 

Da  Poet) 


Layin1  en  the  bed 
Alexander  Hamilton 
Dancing  in  my  head 

"Don't  bother  to  get  up"  he  says 
"Nothin*  matters  very  muchi;  .    ' 

I'm  staring  at  the  ceiling 
And  I'm  standing  on  my  cratch 

Dust  gathers  on  your  windowsill 
On  your  mirror  there  is  more 
lour  rationale  just  called  it  quits 
And  walked  right  out  the  door 

Upon  a  day  in  April 
When  your  joints  are  getting  cold 
Look  at  his  deep  dark  line-kissed  eyes 
You'll  see  he  is  quite  old 

Wind  gonna  blow  into  your  face 
And  carry  off  your  head 
Follow  Alexander  Han  il ton 
Don't  matter  where  you're  led 


ODE  IN  A  STBOH'S  BOTTLE 

How  gently  you  caress  me 

Cool  liquid,  flowing  down  my  throat 

Like  a  flash  flood  upon  a  brush-fire 

You  kill  my  anger  and  cool  my  passion 

Quench  my  despair  so  that  a  smile  may  creep 

Through  the  gloom  like  wispy  sunbeams 

Then  a  laugh,  due  to  you  and  your  sloshing  music 

I  suck  the  life  from  you 

Happily  make  of  you 'but  an  empty  shell 

To  be  shattered  on  the  street 

Sixty  cents/liter 

With  you  as  my  co-pilot  we  turn  the  corners  elastic 
We  become  swept-wing  tats  flying  the  night  mnds 
You  turn  my  blood  to  nitro  making  me  burn  hot 
Enough  to  make  life's  complications  melt  away 
Sixty  cents/power 

You  whisper  assurances  in  the  language  of  liquid 

Standing  me  on  my  own  two  feet 

Your  hand  on  my  shoulder 

Steadying,  calm,   friendly 

You  will  stay  after  all  the  others  have  grown  disgusted  and  left 

We  need  no  one  but  each  other 

When  we.  are  together  there  is  no  fear 

When  we  are  together  there  is  no  hatred 

And  there  are  no  atheists  on  barstools 

Sixty  cents/salvation 


(TWENTY  NINE;* 


John  Puddicor^;^    (corrt) 
Ousts 

Of  snow  that 

tic 

kled  as  they  melted 

I  hasre  never  been  warm      \, 

'■■.'•  .-'.I 

I  ha^ft  abjays  wanted  a  room  a  small  small 

^call  room  a  white  clean  pure  room  vith 
wa?ls  around  and  holding  tight  so  ?ou 
can\00k  yOU  can  see  you  know  where 

ayerjMaag  is 

It  becomes  tpcrt  Df  y0U 

I  foave  always  wanted  a  small  whit?- room  a 

house  fuU  of  small  white  i^oms  a  castvZfi 
fill  of  smal-x  warm  white  rooms  witfc- 
oily  one  doo.-  %0  look  ore  to  see 
!iike  that  dooi  a  periscope  to  real-ty  a 
••ideo  tube  to  tra  universe  the  muffile 
if  a  gun  with  everything  inside  p.cked 
ready  about  to  explode  and  point  /here 
?o%  will 

The  pharohs  had  no  s-;ot«h-bran<3  recording 
tape 

Vocal  memries 

Oh  deity!    Tie  pharoahs  had  no  sotch-brand 

recorciig  tape!     what  plaxoudes  were  lost  what 
footncb«s  unfooted  what  asJes  that  fell 
from  rajestic  lips  had  die  with  the  frail 
short  life-span  of  spoken  :>rds  and 
and  hfcan  thoughts  what  leses  to 
hist'-"'  and  knowledge  and  jyptian 
nationalism  what  stands  ar  opinions  that 
migt  have  changed  the  wo: 3  what 
widcm  is  gone 

,    What  w3dom 

We  ha*®  scotch-brand  recording  ape 

J 

Nancy  Lockhr.' 

HOW  TC  BAKE  A  CAKE  WITHOU  EEALLY . CHTING 

About  the  time  I  joined  a  little  theatre  ;roup,  my  husband  became  a  den 
mother.  A  nerjhbor  of  ours,  who  was  on  the  Ci  Scout  Council  Board  approached  me 
for  the  posiJJ-on  first.  I'm  sure  the  gentlem-  thought  I  was  a  natural  since  I 
was  the  metier  of  -ive  children,  three  of  whe  were  boys  of  scouting  age.  Wrong! 

Fortunately  for  me  I  had  just  complete- 1  course  at  the  Junior  College  on 
Assertive  Training,  so  1  vas  guiltlessly  abl-.'ftp  say  "No".  I  didn't  even  feel 
ODompelled  *o  explain  that  I  had  been  a  Girl  out  leader  during  my  single  days,  or 
that  I'd  given  up  some  of  the  best  Sundays  c  my  life  to  teach  religion  to  six- 
year-olds.  Besides,  I'd  thought,  all  the  d  mothers  I've  ever  seen  look  hippy  in 
those  blue  and  yellow  uniforms.  I  was  desp  ately  trying  to  shed  pounds  and  create 
for  myself  a  new  svelt  image. • 

Ky  neighbor  was  very  surprised,  and  J  fas  too,  when  Bill  volunteered  for  the 
job.  And  a  "fine  job  he  did.  The  little  be  J  who  came,  to  our  house  every  week 
enjoyed  doing  their  craft  and' game  things  rih.a  MAN.  Bill  was  in  no  way  intimi- 
dated by  being  the  only  male;  can  "person"  ;  the  pack. 

"Be  Prepared"  was  a  motto  that  my  hu.'and  meticulously  lived  up  to.  Several 
weeks  before  the  Father-Son-  Jake  Baking  Cctest  was  scheduled,  our  pantry  shelves 
were  crowded  with  cake  mix  'ojxcs  .and  plastj  bags  of  confectionery  sugar.  I  had 
no  room  to  store  my  diet  so-ca.'"  ~  -    .•    .   ■. 

Bill  checked  out  a  coiple  of  books  at  the  library  on  how  to  decorate  cakes. 
I  bought  him  a  cake  decorating  gadget  for  hs  birthday.  He  was  thrilled.  We  ate 
a  lot  of  mistakes  for  dessert.  I  was  begining  to  look  like  those  ladies  in  the 
blue  and  gold  uniforms. 

Two  days  before  the  contest,  our  fami_T  oohed  and  ahhed  at  the  finished 
product  Bill  and  the  boys  tad  worked  $o   hare  vo  make.  Their  cake  was  in  the  shape 
of  a  barn,  complete  with  s:2.o,   and  decorated  ith  red  frosting.     The  silo  was  very 


cleverly  done.  Bill  baked  the  batter  in  tomato  juice  cans.  Before  we  went  to  be^ 
that  night,  the  masterpiece  was  set  on  top  of  the  refrigerator,  safely  ?»*«>  ±rom 
finger-licking  children. 

Bill  was  the  first  to  arise  the  next  msrrning.  "Goddnwn  that  dog!"  I  heard 
him  mumbling  as  he  walked  barefoot 

through  Qui1  bedroom  doorway  into  the  living  room.  Buddy  had  thrown  up,  and  Bill 
had  stepped  in  it!  He  proceeded  into  the  kitchen  for  some  papertowels,  and  -ohen 
went  into  a  rage  when  he  saw  what  had  happened  the  night  before:  Our  cat  got  on 
top  of   the  refrigerator  and  knocked  the  silo  off  the  cake  and  onto  the  floor,  The 
dog  ate  the  silo... and  you  know  the  rest.  1  felt  so  sorry  for  Bill.  -If  it  had 
been  my  oalre  I  might  have  wept  uncontrollably.  Since  the  shoe  was  off  the  otr:-r 
foot  (so  to  speak),  I  broke  down  and  laughed  until  my  sides  (hips)  hurt.  Aftez  he 
g6t  bor*3  from  the  office  that  day,  Bill  baked  another  barn  and  another  silo,  and 
won  first  prize  at  the  Cub  Scout  Pack  Meeting.  I  was  so  proud.  And  I  let  hiia  /Slaw 
it. 


Nancy  Lockhart 
CAMOUFLAGE  CMISSIOK 


There  are  scuie  days 

When- 

A  thlrty-fcur  year  old 

Mother  of  five, 

Married  tiiirtaen  years  to  a 

Really  swell  guy  who  happens 

To  be  getting  seme  grey  hair 

And  just  a  slight  paunch, 

Needs - 

To  wear  her  black  underthings 

With  the  tigers  on  them 

And  casually  mention  at  the  Saturday 

Church  supper 

That  she  is  a  love  goddess 

Leading  all  those  Christian  people 

(By  her  smile  and  her  wink) 

To  think;  that  she  has  a  great 

Sense  of  humor . . , 


You 

Were  a.  guest  in  my  house 

My  friend. 

I 

Listened  to  your  talking, 

Then  I  heard  you  say  it: 

"Nig gars" 

I  winced!  — J. 

And  wondered  if  you  saw  the  pain 

In  my  eyes, 

I  hoped  you  had 

Bat  I  said 

NOTHING 

•And  Jesas  was  crucified 

A  G  A  :  N 


PSFTJDO 

bhen  a  woman  shows  her  anger, 

She's  called  agressive  or 

Possessive,   and  they'd  rather 

Let  her  be  a  liar 

Pacify  her 

Baptise  her 

Tranquilize  her 

Her  hormones  are  at  fault 

Take  her  with  a  grain  of  salt 

Tell  her  she  looks  cute 

When  she  gets  mad 

The  child  -■fno  hits  a  child  is  hit 

To  show  that  hitting  is  bad 

And  if  he's  a  boy 

He's  told  not  to  cry 

It's  part  of  -oho  plan 

So  he'll  grow  up  to  be  a  man 

Who  doesn't  cry 

Jus^.   as  people  dc  not  die 

They  just  pass 

Alas ! 

Away 


'TFIflTY  PW.y 


Nadine  Gonda 

On  talking  to  my  plants  one  day 
I  heard  the  phila&endron  say: 
"Water  us  to  keep  us  fit 
We  cannot  get  enough  of  it!" 
The  cacti  shrieked  a  pleading  cry 
'Don't  water  us -we '11  surely  die!" 
*ie  psim  tree  with  its  fronds  spread  bold 
Marked  "More  heat.     It's  too  damn  cold!" 
Mother  shout,  this  tins  the  fern, 
'7ool  breezes!     Won't  you  ever  learn?" 
I'  mird  r»a  boggled  with  confusion 
^3  this  res"1,  or  an    illusion?? 

T  .king  plants?     Don't  "bd  assure—  Thomas.  Nowak 

Dt&est  tiling  I'd  ever  heard. 

My  'noughts  -fere  broken  bv  a  crash  TRUTH 

Tfr  Lints  had  all  begun  -,o  thrash  i 

O^ijS  clay  pots  dropped  >o  the  floor  Like  a  sentry, 

I  didn't  take  it  any  nore!  stands  guard  over  our  lives. 

RaifcLg  from  each  snapping  leaf  We  have  to  face 

I  gabed  the  doorknob  with  relief,  this  sentinel  eventually, 

I  t^od  it  quick,  was  in  the  hall ,  though  some  try  false  password©^- 

I  3,mied  the  door,  but  didn'ii  fax!, 
I  tttid,   and  much  to  my  surprise, 
Starr  right  into  my  mother' 2  eyes! 
"On-ij^  mom,  heh-how're  you?" 
I  tri:,   she  wouldn't  let  me  through. 
She  h.- watched  my  frenzied  flight 
Arid  chked  iiry  eyes:     ;'Are  you  all  right?" 
SJff)  j ^I^^SaAtfr rile d ,  don't  want  t?  sit," 
^     I  ventaid,  Would   she  fall  for  it? 
"Okaj    ct  you  just  simmer  down." 
A  gri.  r placed  her  worried  frown. 
/»   I  smiled  :>ack  and  heaved  a  sigh- 
TT't^jj  Scti^LX  waf  **£?,  no  need  to  cry. 

I  cal3i>  glanced  back  at  the  doer, 
But  vir.i?   vore  crawling  on  the  floor! ! 
Dec  id  in  i-  was  not  my  day 
I  quick y  turned  and  ran  away. 


Richard  Merrill 
BALLAD 
GARY 


To  ptsrt  to  tell  about  Gary 
It's  really  hard,  you  see. 
I  never  spoke  to  Gary  much. 
He  rarely  talked  to  me. 

He  told  me  j   in  a  Joking  manner,  he'd  kick  my  ass  someday. 
We'd  lau£;h  it  eff  as  I  ran  to  class.     I'd  say  to  him  "No  way!" 

He'd  stand  around  within  the  hall 
And  make  the  teacher  mad. 
Another  kid  would  be  with  him: 
The  only  friend  he  had. 

He  told  me,  in  a  joking  manner,  he'd  kick  my  ass  someday. 
We'd  laugh  it  off  as  I  ran  to  class.     I'd  say  to  him  "No  way!" 

One  day  I  came  to  school  to  hear, 
Not  knowing  what'd  been  done,, 
"Hey,  Gary  isn't  here  today. 
He  went  by  way  of  a  gun." 

He  told  me, in  a  joking  manner ,  he'd  kick  my  aa3  someday. 

He  probably  could,  but  hadn't  the  chance,     Be  shci>  liim&&2f  iw?;iy 

(THIRTY  TWO) 


Bonnie  Sylvester 

PROMISED  WOMEN" 

We're  all  bobbing  along  in  our  life  jackets. 
of  "I  'm  sorries"  in  this  viscid, 
orange  blossom  orange,   carroted-diamond  orange 
s©a  of  nuptial  bliss- 
Bering  heat  of  clinging  and  hacking 
at  the  boat  bottom  we  fell  out  of 
long  ago. 

£ho;y  to  the  captains  and  their  anchors 

that  weigh  so  heavily  on  a 

heart  and  mind  to  leave  them 

drowning  like  doves  in  their  marble  birUbath. 

We're  all  bobbing  along  in  our  life  jackets 

of  love,  lovely  love 

Seagreen  envy  of  singles, 

Yellow-longing  we  hscve  for  those 

without  seasick  pills 

Vomiting  up  all  the  sunny-yr ?.low-kit:hen-goody-goodies 

Mother  taught  us  to  bake. 

And  the  over  ripe  pride,  the  bruised  ifruit  for  being 
apples  stuck  in  eyes,  the  exchange  fc? 
those  life jackets — life  preservers  of 
formaldehyde,    stinking  for  the  next 
generation  of  ourselves  to  gawk  at, 
warvvjl   at,    the  dectb- departed . 


LOST  SLEEP 

I  can't  ever  really  step  dreaming  You 

oil  the  butcher  block  bed  where  I 

hack  and  back  at  what  ha?  been, 

Like  it  were  a  great  hunt  of  meat 

to  be  wrappod  in  freezer  paper, 

stored  in  the  frozen  loocer  of  my  toeart 

Quickly  before  it  rets  md  stinks. 

Don't  be  sorry;  it  is  flot  really  You 

seeping,  stemming 

into  the  slit  in  my  tuiconocious 

But  it  is  a  worm  eating  at  the 

core  of  my  being,  boring 

a  hole   into  a  3mxrli±iig)  trusting  nerv* 

I  was  fine-tunad  to,  like  a  violin. 

It  is  that  hairline  crack  I  trip 
on  in  my  sleepy  that,  keeps  my  mind 
up  till  dew  is  slick  on  the 
spiking  gra«s  thoughts,  wetting 
my  sleeping  mind. 


(TSUTX   7SOFJS) 


EMMA,  EMMA.  WHO? 


Emma  stared  at  herself  in  the  mirror. 

"Emma _,  my  pet,  yon  arc  growing  posi- 
tively fat!"  she  said  aloud  to  the  dole- 
ful-looking expression  reflected  in  her 
mirror. 

Sue  then  philosophically  shrugged 
her  shoulders  and  reached  for. the  box 
of  chocolates.  As  she  bit  into  a  rich, 
gooey  caramel,  her  sixth,  her  mind  sys- 
tematically catalogued  her  vital  statis- 
tics. 

NAME:  Emma  Louise  Brown,  just  a 
dull  name.  It  couldn't  he  something 
exotic  like  Cassandra  or  elegant  like 
Alexandra.  Never,  it  was  just  plain, 
boring  Emma. 

AGE:  33.  Nothing  much  to  say  about 
that . 

"HEIGHT:     5' 5".     Not  a  willowy  $' 7" 


i 

||or  a  petit  a  -,'2"  but  an  average  >'5". 

well  to  be  honest  1^5, 


WEIGHT : 


2  manini :      130, 

^DKA.Y,   OKAY  1$$. 

HAIR:     Mousy,  LIFELESS  Brown  (just 
0&±kQ  the  last  name.)     Not  a  jich  auburn 
r  a  goldon  blonde  but  yicky  brown. 

EYES:     Hazel.     Not  strikingly  blue 
mysterious  violet  but  mixed-up  hazel. 
COMPLEXION:     Fairly  average,  prone 
oiliness  ,     Definitely  not  a  creamy 
ry  as  in  all  the  commercials. 

MARITAL  STATUS:     Married  to  a  typi- 
al  American  husband.     Forgetful  of  anni- 
saries,  birthdays,  football  fanatic 


.ftffc    OCCUPATION: 
>'-     CHILDREN: 


11,  etc. 

Plousewif  e . 
David -11,  Leslie- 9, 
Normal  (and  here  she  was  ex- 


ceedingly grateful  for  the  term  normal.) 
fljpff"   What  else  made  up  the  person  named 
./Emma  Brown?  Not  much,  she  reflected. 
* Involved  in  PTA,  church  society,  raises 
'petunia's,  washes  on  Mondays,  shoppes 
oh  Friday's,  watches  soap  operas,  etc., 
etc . ,  otc . 

"The  typical  American  housewife," 
she  bitterly  summarized.  "Going  to 
seed  i " 

She  iirvllessily  pushed  the  box  of 
temptation  away  and  walked  away  from  th^ 
tell-tale,  reveal-all  mirror. 

"Damn  it,  Darryl,"  she  spoke  to  the 
smiling  face  in  the  picture  frame  on 
the  cluttered  nights tand  by  t)ie  equally 
cluttered  bed.  "Won't  you  ever  learn  to 
put  away  your  clothes?  You're  worse 
than  the  kids!" 

She  savagely  yanked  the  blankets 
off  the  bed,  scattering  her  husband's 
shirts  across  the  floor.  Smoothing  out 
the  sheets  with  a  deft  hand,  she  made 
a  mental  list  of  the  thrilling  household 
chores  that  awaited  her. 

"Dishes,  wash  the  kitchen  floor, 
defrost  the  refrigerator,  take  the  dog 
bo  the  vet's,  bake  a  cake  for  the  bake 
sale,  mend  Leslie's  blue  dress,  invent 
a  rainclcud  costume  for  Denny's  kinder- 
garten play,  and  today  is  Thursday  — 
' Thorough  Thursday* .  The  house  is  sup- 
posed to  get  a  thorough  cleaning,"  she 
muttered  through  clenched  teeth. 

Bending  down  to  retrieve  the  last 


shirt  flung  to  the  ^loor  during  ner 
savage  attack  on  the  bed,  her  mind 
snapped.    .'.  ••'• 

"I'm  going  out,  the  hell  with  this 
house  1  I'm  an  individual,  a  perse n! 
Emma  Brown,  if  you  are  nothing,  it's 
your  fault  I  Today  is  your  rebirth  :  •'*  . 

And  with  that  declaration,  Emma 
dropped  the  shirt  she  had  just  hung  up, 
turned  toward  the  closet,  grabbed  her 
new  mint  green,  polyester  pantduit  and 
resolutely  marched  into  the  bathroom. 

When  she  emerged  an  hour  later,  her 
head  was  held  high,  she  looked  trim  in 
the  pantsuit  that  complimented  her  hazel 
eyes,   every  hair  in  place.  She  was 
ready  to  face  the  world. 

Making  her  way  down  the  toy-cluttered 
hall,  she  regally  approached  the  stairs. 

"Look  out  world,  here  comes  Emma 
Brown!"  she  shouted. 

Perhaps ,  instead  of  warning  the  world 
to  look  out,  she  should  have  followed 
her  own  advice-arid  looked  down  the  stairs 
One  stray  Tonka-toy  truck  can  throx*  a 
curve  in  a  perfectly  planned  day. 

When  she  regained  consciousness  she 
saw  the  worried  eyes  of  her  son  Denny. 

"Mommy,  Mommy!  Why  did  you  fall 
asleep?  Where's  my  raincloud  costume? 
I  need  it!"  his  voice  ended  on  an  urgent 


wa 


-;"> 


"Hush  Denny!     Leave  your  mother  alone 
now."  the  wonderful  sound  of  her  hus- 
band's voice  assailed  her  ears. 

5mma  struggled  to  sit  up,  but  as  a 
blinding  pain  ran  up  her  leg,  she  weakly 
collapsed . 

"Don't  move,  dear.     You  must  have 
tripped  down  the  stairs;  the  doctor's 
on  his  way  over.     You'll  be  alright, 
just  try  to  relax!"  her  husband  consoled 
her. 

"But  the  house,  my  day,  the  dog's 
shots ,  my  new  pantsuit,  me,  Emma  Brown, 
an  individual P 

"What  are  you  talking  about?  Every- 
thing will  be  okay!  We'll  manage.  Don1' 
worry ! " 

"But  me!     What  am  I  going  to  do? 
I'm  going  to  seed,  I  have  to  find  me.,." 

"Look,  I  love  you.     You're  my  wife! 
This -is  your  life.     You're  the  greatest 
wife,  mother,  everything.     You  den't 
need  to  be  anyone  but  yourself." 

"Male  chauvanist  pig;."  she  grinned. 
Maybe  it  was  the  pain  lulling  her  to  a 
false  sense  of  security,  but  things 
seemed  alright.     She  was  Emma  Brown, 
a  person,  trae  a  little  plump,  there 
could  alwr.j'S  be  improvement,  but  she 
was  okay. 


Molly  S^*?f 


The  class  had  started 

before  I  got  there 
He  was  mad 

but  I  didn't  care 
The  roach  wouldn't  light 

so  what  could  I  do 
T  couldn't  go  in 

til'  the  smoke  was  thru. 
«talks^  in  wasted 

a  bijr  amla  on  ray  face, 
*-»  kn aw  -tiere  I'd  been 

"what  a  cllsgra.ua  i » 


3ANBX  KISS 

Beyoi  rjbg  scattered  High  Times 
and  I  ^  Gu^  cigarettes. 
There-  -s  a  man.no  more  than  20 
Gettii  li^h  with  no  regrets . 
He  tak  tb.2  ^oint 

b  ;eor.  his  fingers 
inhale; 

tbi  passes  it  on, 
closes  Is  eyes,  savoring 
ti  smoke, 

hcjing  it  until  it's    gone. 
Openingrds  eyes, 

hereaches  in  his  pocket 
unfoldi.g  a  square  of  tinfoil 

buT.irig  it  -  he  waits 
patient'-?"  through  the  toil. 

H?  lots  it  melt, 
then  csps  a  point  - 

atficipation 
in  his  «yes. 
He  pump:  his  tied-off  arm 

his  veins   -  increasing 
their  size. 
The  nee  lie  releases 
the  fluid  within  it 

replacing  that  with  blood. 
Kis  head  is  filled  with 
'rushes  of  terror' 
his  veins 

full  with  the    'food'. 
He  brings  his  hands 
up  to  his  face, 
pulling  at  his  hair. 
Shaky  hands,  worried  eyes, 

suddenly  full  of  fear . 
He  awakes  in  an  empty  room 
wretch ing, 
full  of  pain, 
Reaches  in  his  pocket  - 

'time  to  shoot  acain.1 


SPEEDING  RUSHES   (2; 20  htj^ 

I'm  wide  awake 

and  speeding  fast. 
I  wish  you  were  here. 

I  wish  you  wanted  to  be. 
Calm  me- 

I'm  crashing  too  u&vd. 
Up  again. 

I«m  afraid. 
It 'a  rattling  now 

like  an  engine 
about  to  die. 

I  wish  I  had 
the  sensa  to  quit. 

She  ;just  c.-jru©  -in 
speaking  of  time. 

She  was  an  hour  off 
you  know. 

No  mine. 
Fire  in  the  morning. 
I'll  make  it  through  the  day  - 

I  wish  zou  were  here, 
to  take  my  Tiind  away. 

To  take  me  away. 
They're  talking, 

two  rooms  away. 
Interruptions 

arc  ruining  this, 
making  the  beat 

Taster,  quicker, 
Harder  to  take. 
They  must  know. 
Listen  -  hold  a  breath. 

Ihey're  discussing 
me. 
She  bleeps 

quiet  in  the  light. 
Wakens  with  a  smile. 

He  walks 
while  he  sleeps. 

Disturbing. 
He  jcares  me. 

I  hide. 
Sleep. 

I  am  weary. 
But,  I  don't  know  it. 

I've  not  slept 
for  wo  nights  now. 

.  £leep. 
Fy  stomach  is  so  empty. 
It's  not  been  fed 
.<     :'or  two  days. 
They  .fill  tell  me 
•tomorrow. 
She  opened  her  eyes 
in  the  midst  of  a  dream. 

To  smile  at  me. 
Dirty  feet. 

She  sleeps. 
And  they  will  tell  me 
Tomorrow. 

Or  at  least  pretend. 


(THiRTr  five; 


You  hide  beheath 
your  poetry 
within  a  womb 

of  insanity 
to  protect  you. 
Laughing 

your  chants  of  music. 
The  melting 

*s  a  constant  trail 
for  you. 
The  ecl\psa 

Cs'riL-ens  your  laughter, 
shadowing  you 

with  delirium 
and  showering  you 
with  acid-like 
rushes 
of  puro  adrenalin. 
I  see  you  bursting 
with  your  inane 
mumbling 
of  LSD  demise 

p.nd  marijuana 
steaks  - 
to  soothe  the  passionate 
paralogism  that  you'!-src  instated 
within  the  web 
of  par-^aoid  abstraction 
that  we  call 
"the  mind". 


Molly  B  (can't) 


PANHANDLER 

I  saw  you  frcm  the  corner 
standing  by  the  street, 
Requesting  a  little  money 
From  all  that  you  did  m^et. 

I  knew  that  as  you  stood  there 
your  eyes  were  on  mo  too, 
I  would  've  helped,  you  know, 
But  what  was  I  to  do? 

For  you  were  but  a  stranger 
and  there  wsre  others  near. 
You  stood  beneath  the  streetlight. 
I  stood  within  the  glare. 


MELTING  INSANITY 

In  my  delirium, 

I  am  a  demagogue, 
a  nihilist, 
Creating  a  society 

of  dementia. 
The  planets 

in  their  deliquescence. 
And  I  - 

radically  deranged, 
waking  the  dead, 

protruding  ant  i- demise, 


LIKE  A  CONDOR 

Like  2.  condor 
you  stand  behind  you?  podium 
blinded  with  your  political  radiance 

oblivious  to  all  truth 
Talk  about  injustice, 

subterfuge,  mistrust, 
You  in  your  plutocracy 
so  crude. 
Sordid  drool  of 
sodden  lies . 


{wrrpfr  ^rr) 


KXXXXHXMWXXXMXMXKXXXXXXXKXXKMM-* 

TORDEATER  AWARDS     FOR  1976-1977 


Wordeater  Awards  this  year  were  made  only  for 
poetry  and  fiction.     In  most  cases 3  the  awards 
are  based  on  several  manuscriptaj  hence  the 
awards  are  for  sustained  excellence  and  effort. 
Both  quality  and  quantity  are  taken  into  con- 
sideration.    John  Stobart  alone  is  responsible 
for  these  judgments. 


In  Poetry: 

$20  first  award , , Molly  Bums 

$10  second  award Renee  Rovenhagen 

$10  third  award .  .Nancy  Lockhart 

$10  fourth  award .John  Puddic  ombe 

$10  fifth  award Bob  Newsome 

$5  sixth  award Frank  Mellen 

$5>  seventh  award -Jan  Jerzycki 

$5  eighth  award David  McQueen 

$5>  ninth  award .Pat  Burke 

$£  tenth  award < J.  K.  Greene 


In  fiction: 

$20  first  award Richard  Merrill 

S10  second  award .John  Puddicombe 

$10  third  award Michaele  Bradshaw 

310  fourth  aware Bonnie  Sylvester 

310  fifth  award Diane  Dawson 

$5  sixth  award Pat  Burke 

$£  seventh  award J.  K.  Greene 

$£  eighth  award John  Scott 

$;>  ninth  award Phyllis  Doyle 

$?  tenth  award Dave  Jeffrey 
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